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PROLOGUE. 

\VRXTT1N »T THE AUTHOR. 
SPOKEN BY MR. MIPDLETON. 

WHO wrote this play fome might be glad to know,' 
And why a fecret — 1*11 attempt to fhew — 
A certain youth, his name~no matter what, 
Refolv'd to try if he could ad or not. 
And to be feen by all, by none be known^ 
Fixt on this projeft to deceive the town. 
Cautious, or voice, or featWe to expofe. 
Poor Mungo was. the part our Novice chofe. 
He locks his door, and fmears his face with cork. 
Looks in the glafs, laughs, and admires his work^ 
He' dances, fings, and all fo like a black, 
A9 f l^ow chair, the hamper on his back ; 
Aiks of the manager to take a trial. 
And fpouting decent, meets with no denial. 
Up go the bills, the Padlock now the farce is. 

So careful, even in black face he rehearfes ; 

' • I . 

Curious tQ know who this fame ftranger is, 
VVe fcan each tone and trace the footy phiz. 
It's Mr. thisr— Lord tjiat— -conjedlurc, doubt. 
Not one of us can make the younker out. 
The houfe is full, behind the culprit ftands. 
Now fear appalls, now hope his breaH expands ; 
Peeps thro' the curtain, trembling cons his part, 
The prompter's bell liow ftrikes upon his heart. 
Off plays the Overture; the piece begun 
\jp goes his hamper, Mungo marches on ; 
He bows— confus'd, the joud applaufe he hears, 
A generous public diffipates his fears. 
Encouragement draws forth his latent powers. 
And approbation falls in grateful ihowers. 

Poor 



PJiOLOGVB. 

Poor Mango meeting with d^erv'd fuecefst 

Now wipes his faceup puts on hjs real 4t^s> 

Speaks in hisnatural^voice, and Oh! fnrprizei 

An old acquaintance fbinds before oalr eyes. 

Juft fo, the fearful author of owe play^ 

Dreading the nettle, anxions for the fiay ; 

With timid prudence has himself conoeal'd. 

And by fuccefs alone* can be revealM ; 

His fears exhibit fome fmtXl fi|;ns of graces 

Oh kindly bid him fktvr his foolilb iace^ 

Yet if ilU^atnr'd folks (hould break his Tor* 

I fear the bard will blubber like a boy*; 

Bat on this l>aiis ever will he truft, 

A London audience is as kind as juH. 

To pleafe alone> he takes yomr two hours ieifar^ 

Wifli to be plcas'4 is half way meeting ple^fure. / 
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Sir Carrol 0*Donovan, Mr. Aickik. 

0*Donovan (under the name of* 
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Aircourt, Mr. Lewis. 

Larry Kavanagh (under the 

nameof O'Donovan), ..► Mr. Blanchard* 

Alibi, Mr. Quick. 

Metheglin, , Mr. Edwin. 

Nol Pros, Mr. Booth. 

Pavot, ..* Mr. Wewitzer# 

Lady Arable, Mrs. Bernard. 

Lady Jane, MifsBRUNxoN. 

Sophia, Mifs FONTEN^ELLE. 

Fib, ♦ Mifs Stuart. 

Kattj Kavanagh, -. Mrs. Webb. 
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ACT A 

SCENE L 

A Room at the Toy Tavtrih 

Enter AiRcouitT and ifi Waiter* 

Any of otirlads here at the Toy iince, Ned > . 

I ft Wait^ Y«s, your honor^^the crew of yDUf 
pleafure foarge dined with its laft Sunday. " 

Air. Is old Alibi, the Attorney, often down at 
»Hampton Court? 

itt.fFait. Why, yes. Sir-— he's now over at his 
houie. 

Air. Have you feen his ward, Mifs Sophia, lately? 

I ft H^ait. Ah, poor yom^llady ! he feldomlets 
her go out, biit to church i—^a charity for fofioc 
Gentleman, like your honor, to whip off to church 
with her. 

jiir. Why, Ned, I have fome notion;— but to 
give you a fimtle in your own way— ^he old black 
rafcal keeps her clde as a cork in a bottle: which^ 
to get out, 1 muftn't bolt inwaid^ but turn fcrew 
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found and rbutid, and then (Imitates the drmJotng 
of a cork) cluck's the word, (bell rings) 

[Exit fTaiter. 

How (hall I get to fee her ?— My new rjval too ! — 
who can he be ? where did Sophia fay Ihe faw him ? 
(takes out andperufes a letter) ^^ Noticed his watch- 
ing me at the gate of Sir Afhton Lever's Mu- 
fcum — heavy (hower at /llhelfea-r-brought guar- 
" dian and I to town in his hackney-coach — a 
" monftrous fool !*' — Yes, but if this monftroua^ 
fool (hould prove an over-match for all my wit — 
If 1 could only coatrive to fee her— 

The Door isjlung open^ and id Waiter introduces 

Larry Kavanagh. 

2d Wait. This way. Sir. 

Larry. Why, you fcoundrel, this room is engaged I 
2d IVait. Sir, I aik your pardon, but I didn't 
Know 



Larry. Pray, Sir, excufe this intrufion 

Air. 0*Donovan ! 
: Larry. ^AircQurt ! who thought of meeting you 
here, [Exit fFaiter] How could you mentioa 
my name ; Pm incog,— -down here upon a love^ 
fcheme — You know 1 told you over the laft bottle 
we cracked together at the Bedford — 

Jir. True, our candles went out, and your ftory 
fet me afleep— -(^<?«;«i) 

. Larry. Well, rouze now — You know, my father 
(who, from my having been educated abroad, has 
never feen me) taking a fancy to marry me to a 
daughter of Lady Arable's, that's coming with him 
from Ireland, fends for me to meet him at her 
boufe, fomewhere about Hampton-Court here — 

Jir^ 
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-^r. Lady Arable l-^-^D'yc fee that avenue? 
Her houfe is — 

Larry. Let it ftay tTiere— AUibi, the Attorney, 
that's his hotife. (pointing off) He^s guardian to 
the moft lovely, the fweeteft — 

Air. Eh ' my Sophia ? (afide) 

Larry. Til have her. 

Air. Will you faith ? {ajide) What, then youVe 
acquainted with her ? 

Larry. The firft time I faw my charrher, fhe was 
engaged in a wrangle with her guardian, ha, ha» Ha! 
~at — the gate of the-^ — s-Mufeum in^-^Leicefter 
Fields. 

jiir. Leicefter Fieldss^Oh, Oh! U^JeY 

Larry. She would fee the butterflies, ha, ha, ha! 
*~He, in a rage, flapping his cane on a (hew-gla{s 
of watch-ftrings, feals and fleevebuttons, cries-»- 
Ziounds ! it's half a crown-^the exa<Jk price of that 
pane, fays the man of the (hop. The expence of 
this accident determined the affair ; and the gene- 
rous Attorney, inflead of Sir A(h ton's, propofir^ 
a trudge to Don Saltero*s, I whip*d in a hachr be- 
fore them to Chclfea. An humble di(h of- tea, 
fweetan*d by Sophia's dulcet tones in praife of the 
wonderful curiofities—— Returning home, do^ 
comes an aulpicious (hower, and to fave eighteen 
pence, Alibi accepts part of ray coach. 

Air. Your own hack, ha, ha, ha 5-^—^ Yes, this 
is Sophia's monflrous fool. {aJide) 

Larry. I thlfow a tender glance, Sophia bhaillies, 
and we exhange hearts thro" our eyes-r^-^Sii(ih 
cgles}' > > » 

Air. Damn your ogles! 

Larry. What I ; - , 

: Jif. 1 waht to know your kheint.{re(!0vftkg an 

ajfumed gaiety) 
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Larry. WM you h%?— Read that Irtter— 
(gh^s it.) 

Air. (Reddsy^'* Capias AHbl, Elq.Etear Sir, 
.** the Bearer is a young man from Yorkftiirej? 
" being defirous to improve himfetf tfi the profef- 
" fioh of an Attc*hey, I recommend him to jwu, 
" and think a dealing in this cafe WSI be to the 
^•^ advantage of bbtb, YoUr's, Nol Pros.^* WelJ, 
what of this ? 

Larry, Ha, ha^. ha! Gari't you fee?— That; 
lefter I procured for a little ca^, of a brother 
Lawyer of Atibi's-^f deliver it-*-it gains me free 
accefs to Sophia, — of which^ if I don't avail my^ 
fclf y r '■ ■' . -" 

4ir. Muft turn him off frorti th» (4j/fe^) Won't 
Alibi^ — remember you in the Che^ (bower, ha, 
ha, ha! Won't he? 

Larry. No, he won't, ha, ha, ha! (AAmickmg,) 
for to get the worth of his money in ga^g about» 
he fcarce looked at me at Pon Sakero's-^imd then, 
to face the bady I fat befide him in the coach-— 
then I (hall change my voice i and to provide for 
thatj< you fee Tvt made Nol fay in the letter, I an^ 
firom York(hire — and look,-*cler^ify*d all over (di/^ 
flays his drefs). 

Jir, Rxxt really now, 4o you think old Alibi 
is fuch a dupe as not to perceive from your air, 
pferfon, and addrefs, the fa(hion that's in your-^ 
altogether — ^ What !-^ take you <br a forciid— little 
^— Ihabby ^^ Curjator-^ftreet — Ratn-ftin Scribbler ? 
;Ha, ha, ha ! Never, never !-^The Genttetnan in 
yOur coit wou'd belie Nol Pros's letter^ and ge^ 
you,^ and it, kick'd out of the houfei to the eter- 
nal <lifgra^e of St. James's, and the triumph of 
Ghancerj^teh^,' ha* ft* fa^ \ 

L^rry, 
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tarry. Aircotart, I bdfeve youVc right-^No 
difguifing one of us. 

2br. Depeiid upon if the old Attoiiney wou'd 
perceive the diamond^ tho* fet m c6pper. 
, Larry , This air of travel that we acquire a*- 
broad— I wi(h I was*nt fo — elegarrt in niy-^I with 
i had a Kttle of thi common of— ^Now, you. Air- 
court, bow natural you'd look the K^m*:0aii 
Scribt>ler. 
Air. Oh, yott flatter me ! 

Larry, Nay, now 'pon honour^ I don't mea|i 
to— only you are fo good a mimic-^and by ading 
9t thofe private play^, ha, ha, ha ! you*d be moflt 
^pital in the YorkOiire Tike ! 

4ir. D'ye think fo? 

harry. O, youM top the cbardfteT ! 

^/r. Then, FU appear in it- (^iji^.'-^Now 
two. {Looking 4t bis tvaub) 1 can get td Drury* 
jane by the fecond aft, 

Larry. 'Sdeath !--don't think of To^ or Play* 
koufes to night ! you^re a man of wit and fpiritt 
and may help me in this affair. 

jlir. Her Califta is one of the moft capital— 
when ftie teari^ <he letter, *^ to atoms— ^thiis let mie 
tear the wicked lying evidence of (hame/* (Having 
anfien put Lc^^fs Umr in bis potkeU teats a paptr). 

Larry. Wby 'Sdeath Sir^ you-ve tore ray 
letter! 

Air. And then her finite of contempt ^pdn 
liitatio After ^ 

Iforry. The deVii take you and Horatio I d'ye 
fee what you have done, Sir ? knocked up <niy 
ivhole affair ! 

4ir. {Looking Mt tbe fragments.) Eh ! I aik 
pfir^ ! } did'fit think what k was about ^ ^y 
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your mentioning private plays, threw my ideas 
at once upon th^ boards. 

Larry. Blefs my life !— Now, if I know what I 
fliall — I woudn*t wiflh for — ^ — 

Air. Come, tho* 1 have defl:roy*d your paisport, 
no harm done, ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. No ! Upon my foul and honor, this is 
exceeding cruel ! 

Air. O'Donovan, you*d beft give up this (cheme 
— ^Befides Lady Jane Arable is one of the moft 
amiable girls — — 

Larry. Eh ! 

Air. An elegant creature ! Hadn't you beft fire 
her firft, before you commence operations ^ainft 
the Attorney ? 

Larry. 1 don't know j if Lady Jane is fo yery 
amiable,-r--as it's a match of Dad's,— I may couple 
duty and inclination — thank*ye — I will. 

Air. And if you don't like her — For any projeS: 
to gain Sophia, Fm yours, from a fpank to Scot* 
land — burning his houfe— or— any trifle of that 
fort. 

Larry. That's kind ! 

Air. It's mifchief, and you know that'^ my 
element. 

Larry. I live in it, ha, ha, ha ! — " Love, Fire, 
and Frolick," that's my motto.-r-^My dear Air- 
court, J thank you heartily — I'll go drefs (oiy 
baggs^c is here at the Toy,) and theh for Lady's 
Arable's — Ha, ha, ha ! Dad don't know I have 
been five months diverting myfelf in England — 
thinks I!m flill at the Univerfity in Paris, ha, hi, 
hal-r-I've rais'd a curs'd fight of cafe beyond 
his allowftfice — ^fpprted;^!— ^and, now, here in Lon- 
don, when th^ old pnc cooies over, roy hills will 

conae 
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^cqme pelting in upon him^ but Til take a fquint 
at Lady Jane, and if (he is— (wji« a face) I've 
Sophia at a beck. 

jiir. Your Sophia perhaps is at home now ? — 
that is— he keeps her clofe— 

Larry. Clofe ' — He told me (he faves him the 
cxpcnce of a clerk. A pen in her hand, (I war- 
r^t,) this inftant ; and inftead of an — " Expedls 
her lady(hip's company to cards" in a delicate Ita- 
lian upon French paper,—- it's a •' Wi)ttta^y* ha, 
ha, ha ! 

jlirl Or a twenty-corner'd black text of " ^nrta 
M Mtn bf ti)t^t ^e^entjst" upon a (hri veiled roll of 
yellow parchment, ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. But Aircourt, don't think of the Sid* 
dons's Califta to-night. 

Air. Well, well, I won't.— This letter will do, 
ahd for change of cloaths, friend Ned here, the 
Waller, can equip me. {ajide) 

Larry. ^ (looking at the fragments of the letter^ 
Honeft Nol Pros's letter ! what is to be done ? 

Air. Oh, Nol Profs's letter will do fomething 
yet. {afide) [Exeunt. 



SCENE IL 

An office in Alibi's boufe. 

' ' Sol^HiA difcovered writing at a high dejk. 

' *» ■ ' •'...■ 

^oph. {Bajhing the Pe A away.) I won't, I will 
notivrite any more of his plaguy conveyances a©d 

law* 
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iaw-£ibberilh ! — Wa« ever poor girl fo n(ed as I 
am by this wicke^ old Attorney! Cruel MamsiJ 
— to mak« fuch a wretch her executor, and con- 
4tma me io the guardian£hip of one, who will nevet 
fuffer me to be united to the man I efteem, 
whiift it's his intereft to keep my fortune in his 
iiands.r— Here — won't even hire a clerk, but clapi 
a pen in my hand, and ties me like a feal to his 
ugly parchment, while my heart can receive no im* 
preflion, but the idea qf my beloved Aircourt — 
** Young Harry's the lad for me." (Sin^s and 
%oalh about.) 

At IB I {without A 

Ha, hai ha ! Yes^ the very thing I wanted*^ 
f^Enters] Sophy, look at my forehead j any blood 
come ? lonly wilhit wou'd !— ^I'vebeen endeavouring 
to provoke the Excifeman, and abufing him thefe fix 
week3 3 but at laft I've worked him up to it-^Od J 
he has given me a choice knock on the pate-»-Yes, 
*twill beir a moft delicious a<5Vion-*the rogxie'ji 
worth money, and I'll have Twinging damages. 

Soph. La Sir, do you go out. to quarrel with the 
people only on purpofe that they may beat you ? 

JilibL To be fure— Beat ! why, I have made fifty 
pounds out of the thr^eatniog wag of a finger, and 
have earn'd a hundred guineas of a morning only by 
linglc claps on the (houldcr. Nqw, Mifs, have you 
drawn up the bill of indidlment (L(?(?il/«^ c?wr //&^ 
Papers'. Child, you'll have no ufe for your for-" 
tune.— your knowledge in the law will— By the 
Lord,v you'll make a choice chamber- counfeLI he, 
he, het this thump on my forehead has made me 
fo merry™ but 'twill brii^ me thumping damages ; 
let's feci have you doije it ? It's my way to have 
the .iniormation ready even before the battery is 

given 
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given--*(rtf^rf50-— " Parifli aforefaiJ— ^Tountyafor- 
" faid — did make an aflault, and did then and 

there beat, wound, and cruelly ill treat, againft 

the peace of our Sovereign Lord the King — but 
** of all the fine wreftlcrs, that dance on the green, 
" young Harry ^s the lad for me."*-Oi ! the De- 
vil! — Here's a Bill of Indiftment to come before 
a Grand Jury ! — So the excifcman breaks mv head 
with his gauging ftick, and then, ," young Harry's 
the lad for me r* 

Soph. Well, and fo Harry Aircourt is, in fpite 
of you or all Weftmmfter Hall, with Lord Chief 
Juftice Mansfield at your head. 

^liiL I wilh I cou'd but once fee this fine Mr. 
Harry Aircourt— in the ftreet tho* : only to fee if 
he's fuch a Prime Serjieant as you make him. 

Soph. He a Prime Serjeant ! — No ; heayen made 
nay Aircourt handfome^ witty, gay, generous and 
good-natured. 

jilibi. It's his good-nature that (hoves him on to 
make ballads about* me, and fet all bis drunken 
companions at the Globe roaring out in chorus, 
«; O rare old Alibi !" 

Sopb. Ha, ha, ha! 

MhL Yes, it's a fine laugh — • — And it feems, 
wheii I'm lying'peaceably in bed, I'm a ftandii^ 
jeft at their Aifacreont ics, Sols, Free-and-Eafy 
Johns, Knights of the Brulh, and Comme-il-fauts. 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Mibi. And to clap me up in the print-fhops, as 
you tell line, he threatens to do. 
. Soph. He Ihall; you (hall be caricatur'd, the 
citizen at his villa, juft return'd from town on a 
SaturcJ^v evening; unloading tl>e feat of your 
wjni|^ tor Sunday's dinner, or painting your little 

r^C. III. c green 



grcea raib be£bre your doof, in youf red night-cap, 
ivith your pipe in yopr mouth. - 

Alibi. Pip^ and cap! — nobody (hall know it *s 
me, for I'll fmoak fegars, and paint the rails in my 
three cockM hat, and my one buckled wig. 

Soph. Ah» you'll fell for half a. crown, that's 
more ihiiti all the Attornies in England are worth, 
ha, ha, ha. ! Indeed, my dear guardian, Johnny 
Gilpin {hall be a fool to you ! 

Alibi. Hark you, Mifs, I'll Johnny Gilpin you! 

Sopb. yes ; and you're Iriih too, tho' you deny 
it— but you're right there, for you're a diigrace to 
your country* 

Alibi. I'm not — Fm not Irifli— — Who could 
hav^ told her this ? (qfide) 

Soph. Have I touch'd )K)u I Ha, ha, ha ! 

'Alibi. Very well— you know Mifs you mount a 
new hat next Friday— that's all. But hats may happen 
to day in milliner's (hops, and old Gentlemen may 
keep their money in their pockcts-^that's all. 

Soph. You mean old knaves may keep other peo- 
jJe*s money in tl^eir pockets. Oh, my Aircourt i 
the wbrfe I'm treated by my ungenerous perfecu- 
tor, the more I long for liberty by fuch a dear 
dpliverer; 

Enter Aircourt, (di/guifed as a Country-Lad.) 

-^^ibi. (feeing Aircourt^ in a great hurry puts 
Sophia fiut,) Who are you, what do you want ? 

Air. (in a country denle£i) I want tolarn theLaa. 
- Alibi. You want tp larn the Laa ! — I wifli you'd 
learn manners. 

Air. Oh, I have, for I daunce mortiftily weel — 

Alibi. You dance ! — then perhaps you come here 
for a partner, (looking after Sophia.) 

Air. Yez.^ ' . 

Alibi. 
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4^bi What do you want ? ^ 

Jir. I want — that tetter, f gives it.} 

Alibi. You want this letter — then what do you 
give it to me for? 

Air. Look at the outfide. 

AiiH. '* Capias Alibi ;*' (ferufes^ " Bearer— from 
Yorkftiire Attorney— -recommend*— dealing— ^thJs 
cafe — ^advantage, yours, Nbl Pros/' — Well, York- 
flwre's a good country to prbduce ^n Attorney-^my 
friend Nol gives you a good charafter. 

Air. Oil, yez, Zar, Tm a very honeft lad* 

AMbi. Honed, and want to be an Attorney ! J 
jdon't think 1 can do. any thing with you. 

Air, No ! then what am I to do with the monejr 
fey ther has fent up wi me for it ? 

Alibi. You have money ! now I look at you 
again, jrou*re a very promifing lad. . 

Air. Coufin Nol laid I might larn, boafd 5nd 
ileephere. 

Alibi, {afide^i If you lleep here, you muft board^ 
for IVe no bed for you. 

AtJi . You fee, my money is ready, 2o I hop^ 
you'll afford me a good bed. 

Aiibi Why, you dog, your ready niondy fli&ws 
youdon*t want to lie upon tick, ha, ha, ha! — An 
able rogue, ( ajide) and if, in one of my paffions, 
I Ihould cane him, he may* be for— Hark'ye, 
perhaps I (han't beat you above once before you 
commit a faiilt. 

j^r. Before! 

Mibi. Yes ; I may threfli yoU out of pure good 
nature, only to fhew you what you are to expeft if 
you dcferve it. ^ 

Air. Oh, then Tra to be beat tb fave me from 
a threlhing! that's good nature indeed, ha, ha, ha! 

c z Alibis 
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Alihh {afiie) I think I m%y venture Xo let ftis 

young owl into my neft You are not given ta 

girk, are you? . 

Jir. I zometimes play wi the meads, a i bit. 

Alib'u " tou play with the nieads a wi bit? — 
•well faid Yorklhire j but you won't dare to fpeak 
to a young Lady ? 

Air. Ob, not for the world— I'd blufli fo hugely. 

Jlibi. That's right; t like a modeft youth— 
becaufe I have a young Mifs within here— — 

Air. Oh, lack-a-daify, do you keep a Mifs? 

Alibi. Ha, ha, ha ! what a fimpleton !— But 
ftay, before I determine to.retain him, I'll firft fee 
their behaviow together— Mifs Sophy ? 

(Unlocks the door and calls* 



Enter Sophia. 

Air. (a/tde) My- dear girl ! I hope lhe*Il know 
me. 

JUH. Well, now Sophy, as to the writing — I 
think I can-— ' ^ ' 

Soph. Ton my honor ] m\\ not write any more 
for you. ' , 

JUihi. Well, well, you (han't, child. — I've got 
a new Clerk, a very ingenious perfon. ^ 

Soph. Some Fineffe here. • This muft be the 
fop that followed me to Chelfea— he faid he'd vifit 
me in difguife— but Til dilcourage his impertinence 
in time iaJideV Ha, ha, ha ! my very wife, vigi- 
lant guardian ! where's all your fhrewdnefs and fa- 
gaeity ?— -Ha, ha, ha ! you can't fee that this is an 
impoftor? - 

jilibu Eh ! Harkee, Sir, who are you ?— Air- 
court perhaps— but, no, (he woudn't difcover him. 

Soph. 
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, Soph. A clerk! ha, ha, ha! this is only a veiy 
facetious Gentleman th:^t*s come hither on a fchemb 
to run away with me, 

AUbi. How I 

Soph. Look ! you can't know the polite Stre- 
phon that brought us from Chelfea in the hackney* 
coach ? 

jilibi. This ! {looking earneftly at him) 

Air. What, I— He, he, he ! 

Soph. Blefs me, it*s Aircourt himfelf. {cjide) 

Alibi. Why, Sophia, you're the moft conceit^ 
cd-— when neither you or I, ever faw this young 
man before — Ah, that coxcomb Aircourt, has blown 
you up fo with his nonfenfe, that you imagine all 
^e young men in the town are laying plans and 
metamorphofes ; ha:, hd, ha!— Come to run away 
with you! — Well, this is thie moft egregious piece 
of vanity 1 you are welcome, my lad ; and fo is 
your money. 

Soph. Oh, you'd better not keep him, for now I 
look at him again ; he's vaftly like Aircourt. 

Alibi. She only fays this to vex me ;— he (hall be 
my clerk above all the clerks in Chrifteridom. 

Air. (Bows) thank y'e. Sir, 

Soph. Well — mind, if you keep him — he fliall 
pake love to me above all the clerks in Chriftendom. 

Alibi. Hey ! Ah, (he wants to frighten me,— but 
ftwont do, Sophy. 

Soph. Wbn*t the fool even look at me ? 

Air. He, he, he ! thank'ee, ma'am {bows auk-' 
ifvardly.) 

Soph. (/w//^//«^) **He,he,he! thank'ee ma*am!" 
F--Oh, you fliock! 

Alibi. He s no (hock ! he's a pretty boy, 

^ir. Thank ye, Sir, 

'^ ' Alibi. 
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JIiifL And will be Lord Chancellor, woit^t yoti^ 
Robin? 

j4ir. That's my name, fure enough. 

Soph. Well, mind you Jack Robin — fince guar? 
dian Aviil keep you hefe, you (hall be my beau, and' 
make love to me. 

yiir. I a feeing a hajhful Jimplicity.) Love!-* 
Oh, Mifs ! He, he, he ! 

AtibL |f you really wi(h*d he fliou'd, you'd 
never bid him do it before roe, no, nos you 
know I know you, my little Soph ! — 

toph. Indeed you flatter yourfelf my little guarA 

jllibi. Get you in. 

Soph Now, pray 

Alibi. G o (puts her w) 

Don't mind her, Robin; her head's fo full of this 
Aircourt, that I believe (he'd defpife even a judge 
upon the bench. 

Air. What then, (he loves one Aircourt ? 

Alibi, But, my young cferk, by way of be- 
ginning, rU fct you a taik; ftep into that room 
there, and ingrofs this deed. (Gives him papers ; 
Aircourt is opening the door at which Sophia tient off.) 
-—Stop, — that door, if yoti pleafe — [Prevents his 
entrance^ and points to the center door.) 

Air. I thought I was to ingrols there, he, hci 
he !. {pointing to Sophia* s door) 

Jlibi. Robin, you're a good lad, but fop a law- 
yer — heaven fave us ! 

Air. Then you think my coming here anfwers 
the purpofe ? 

Alibi. Oh, yes, your coming here anfwers the 
purpofe. {chinking the money) 

Air. An^ that by .this means I (ball get all I 
want ? (Jlealihg the key out of Sophia's door) 

Alibi. 
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Mihi. (taunting the money) Yes, by this means 
we get all we want. Go yonder. 

Jir. Dear, how much I am obliged to Mr. Nol 
Pros ! [Exit in at center door. 

Alibi. Write away, my boy; and I warrant you'll 
be Attorney General fome Sunday or other, I'll 
drcfe my wig upon your block to-morrow. 

Metheglin. (without) 

» 

Are you above. Matter Alibi ? 

Alibi. Mr. Metheglin, Lady Arable's butler-— 

then file's return'd from Ireland Oh, the fnug 

thought of me, to fet her on to purchafe that little 
eftate of Sir Carrol O'Donovan, the fpot on which 
I was born ! ^Fve made her bear all the expence of 
going over — and now I'll frighten her fo with bad 
tenants, Whiter-Boys, and Peep-a-Day Men, that 
(he'll be glad to be off her bargain — Yes, I fhall 
hftve it for a £bng. Ah, Metheglin ! 

£«/^r Metheglin. 

r^eth. How are you. Matter Alibi ? 

Alibi. Well, and what, and how's Lady Arable? 

Meth^ Rare and buckfome, and fo am I. She 
has brought over a hufband from Ireland, and I 
have brought a wife. 

Alibi. Your Lady going to marry, and who, 
ptay? V . 

Meth. He's called one Sir My wife's a fine 

^oman. 

Alibi Sir who ? 

Meth. His name is She's fo plump ! 

Alibi. She !~but itiy Lady's hufband — 

Meth. He's a man about— — She fings like a 
bullfinch. 

Alibi. 
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Alibi. Tell me, who's my Lady going tb ^zhy} 

Meth. They call him- her name is Katty— 

Charming Katty Kavanagh. 

Mbi. Katty Kavanagh !— Zounds ! if that 
fhould be — — 

Meth. Nurs'd Sir Carrors only foh, the young 
Squire, that's cxpeded from France. 

Alibi, {ifjfde) The very wife of my bofom ! — 
She thinks I'm dead ; fo as Fve changed my name, 
ril keep out of her i¥ay. 

Meih.^Js/iy Lady's as fond of me as ever, it isn't 
for her money 1 marry Katty, tho* flic's a deal of 
that. ^ . V. 

Alibi. What, Has Katty money ? 

Meth. Plenty. ' ^, 

Alibi. Send hertome. 

Meth. Send her to you, for What? 

Alibi. Why oaly^^to ^draw \up your iliarriagc- 
fcttlements. But I muft gpi and pay my refpeds ^ 
to her Ladyfhip.- '^ "^ ^ . •" 

Meth. Shc'stiot got home^ yet — ibmeibing the 
matter with the wheel of her cardiage, ibe and S^r 
Carrol ftept into the Tpjf-^-Come — , t 

Alibi. Stay.-- — No going into an inn without 
fpending money, (ajide) Metheglin I'll wait in 
your room 'till my Lady comes home. 

Meth. Why, you may fare better in being my 
gueft*than my Lady's — for our fcrvants all fay, that 
you never gave one of thein a fixpence. 

Alihi. 'Wpii^d you Jiave me make Lady Arable's 
houfe an hoteit— Ufe her Ladyfhip fo ill as ti? offer 
to pay ftyr my-*g6od cheer?-— Me f— never, ye 
rogues-^Nolt one of you fliall ever fee tfie colour 
of my coih— MethcgHn,^T^u'r^ an honeft fellow, 

and 



OR, THE LIE Of THE DAY. «| 

and while you keep the keys-^-want a job in my 
way, you mall paly pay for the ftamp. 

Meth. Come along, Mrs. Girkin the houfe- 
keepef iias'beeh regent of the wine-cellar >h my 
abfcnce — ^^but now Ihe rcftores the key to me the 
lawful governor — the Old Hock has had a long nap 
—Come, well take off its nightcap. [Exit^ 

Alibi. No harm to lock up my charge— the key 
gone! how's this? — [Looking at both doors.) — But 
loft — [Steals over to the center door, locks iiy and puts 
the key in his pocket.) One key is as good as 
another — Good bye, Robin. [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

A Room at the^o^. 
Waiters di/i&vereJ. 

Sir Carrol ODovovan {without.) 

My dear Lady Arabic, don't vex yourfclf— we'll 
walk CO yotar ho^fc. 

Enter SiR Carrol and \fi Waiter. 

Sir Ca. And fo, my friend, this is your Coffee- 
room ? 

ift fVai. Yes, Sir I • 

Sir Ca. Bring me a ncwfpaper. [Exit fVaitfr^ 

Enter O'Donovan, [with a /mall bundle hanging on 
a flick jover his fboulder^ dujiy MStd weary) Sits. 

Sir Ca. (havim locked at him atteniivify) This 
fO0][ young man teems t^hMe had a io^g walkx^f 
It. (O^Bonovan rings^ then leans upn the table in 
a melancholy pojition) 

VOL. in. 9 Enter 
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Enter id WAiTJLft. 

id Wait, (to Sir Ca.) Did your honor call ? 

O'Don. Twas I that rung — a glafe of wine and 
-water. ' 

id Wait, {furveys him with contempt , then turns 
auayyCommg?s\x. (calling off) 

O'Don* I fpoke to you. 

2d fFait. This room is only for gentlemen. 

O^Dan. {looks Jlernly at the waiter^ then bows with 
refpeSi to Sir Carrol) Sir, I afk pardon, {retiring 
confufed ) 

SirCa. Stop a moment'^SIr, {to O'Don.) Hcarkee, 
friend ! you may know how to rince glafles, but 
remember, as you live by the public liberality^ 
your gueft, (be his appearance what it may) has a 
claim at ieaft tb yqur civility. — ^You fay this room 
is appropriated to gentlemen — I am one, and mailer 
of a parlour in Ireland to the full as good as this : 
;^nd, by the word of a gentleman, f cou'd never 
think it more highly hono^'d, than by giving « 
welcome to the weary traveller., [^Exit ff^aiter] I 
a(k pirdon. Sir, but pray, froiti whence ^rc you 
•come? 

O'Don. Sir, I am from London now, and arrive^ 
there only lafl. night from Glafgow. 

Sir Gj, Then you're Scotch. 

O'Don. No, Sir, I'm from Ireland. 

Sir Ca. Born there ? [O'Donovan bows) And 
pray, my young traveller— cxcufe my queftions, 
lor I don't taquirc to gratify an impertinent 
curioftty^--buc I feel myfelf intercfted in your 
'coacetns,. ohd' a ftraoger \ tdl me, what brought 
you here, and what are your views ? 
* ^ c O'Don. 
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O'Don. Sir, la my infancy, my father (I Aevpr 
koew the caufe) came over to England ; ana thus 
deftitute, providence rais'd a friend, who fcnt n:>^ 
tp Glafgow-CoUege ; the death of this beaefjidor 
flopping my refources, obliged me to ^^uit my^ 
ftudies, and I have been drawn to Hampton Court, 
on the credit of a disjointed fort of ftory, that my 
father had retired here in the enjoymept of an ample 
fortune, which he bad acquired by the praft.ice of 
an Attorney — but after a long journey, and eveiry 
poflible enquiry, I can hear of no fuch perfoh. 

Sir Ca» And pray, from what part of— ■ — 

Enter Larry Kf van agh ix^fid. 

» 

harry, {calls as entering) Pavot ! Bring a gl^fs : 
Such an abominable room you put riie to,c}refs inUfoif 
a mirror, you thought, I fuppofe, tiarciflus-like, 
I was to fet my face in a bafon of water. Hah; 
this is fomething. (adjuJiing btmfelf befort ^ larg^ 
glafs that hangs near Sir Carrol) There you ar^ 
from toupee to Ihoe-ftring, {viewing himfel^) 

Enter Pavot. 

As this Lady Arable's houfe is fo near, Pavot, 
another volley from your powder-puff, (Pavof m 
'powdering puffs it round Sir Carrol and O'Jbonovan). 

Sir Ca^ Why, you fcoundrel ! what do yoii 
mean to make a barber's-lhop of a coffee-rooni. 
{toPa't/dr) '■ ' ^ . 

LirtyjA little mone on this curl, Pavot. 

SirCa. Ybiar mafter's a puppy, whoever he is. - 

Larry. (Jlepping up to Str Carrol) Can you 
fence, old Touchwocxi ? 

» 2 O'Dcn. 



O^Dofi. (hterpojing) I can a little. Sir. 
Larry. Vou ! ah ! (furveying him with contempt) 
Tol, lol, lol! [Exeunt Larry and Tavpt. 

Sir Ca. {looks after Larry, then at 0'Don\ — • 
^ufes) Oh, what a bitter miftake has fortune made, 
m this buiinefs ! Now that thing, devoid of manners 
and humanity may have a worthy old foul for his;* 
father, who, while he fupplies with a Ubehil hand» 
little thinks he's throwing his money away upon a 
rafcal! Ah, this is your home education ! J have a 
fon that I expeA in a few days, ftay 'till you fee him,' 
I warrant he's an accomplifli'd elegant felloW. Ay, 
aye ; quite the oppofite to that bit of a buckeen 
that went out there, and he, my geneirous lad^' 
Ihall thank you for your politenefs to me. "'^ 

0*Don. Sir, it (hall be my ambition to prove 
deferring of the notice with which you have been 
pleas'd to honor me. 

Sir Ca. Aye, I'm fure you'll juftify the good 
opinion I conceived for you, even at firft fight. — - 
So, fincc you have loft your friend and cairt find 
your father, enquire for me at Lady Arable's here 
at Hampton Court, fomething may be done. 
Hold, ril perform firft, that faves the trouble of 
a promife, and precludes even a chance of difap- 
pointment. {ofers a bank not^) 

O'Don. I thank you. Sir ; but it's too foon to 
accept of favours even when we ftand in need of 
them. 

Sir Ca. Well, well, my lad— — I won't hurt— 

I, I like your fpirit. 1, I was abrupt ; I afk 

your pardon. 

Enter Waiter, 

IFaii. Sir, {to Sir Ca») her Ladyihip waits for 
you. [Exit. 

Sir 
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Sir Ca. Call oa me at Ladjf Arable's. Alk for 
Sir Carrol O'Donovan ; (a bra^e boy^ be fure you 
call. — What an unhappy father muft he be that 
could abandon fuch a fon ! \^}^* 

O'Don. Can this be Sir Carrol O'Donovan, come 
ever to England ? then, tlirfon that hc^eaks of, 
muft be the cluld my mother nua[!d^i»nri ri^ 
know if file's yet Uviiagi^ butt alien^osd by* her 
negledt, >as'I-iMrrer^knfi»tviiur tehddr lix^rd a 
parent, I donH&ettlmrrmpulfe of filial aSEeStibn; at 
Jeaft fiw heiv-^6-r^fto ioi^ging cven^ fcc^ her, yet 
I am fofceptible 1^ the dc^air of cvc!" again meet- 
ing that lovely yjoui^ iad)'--— ^TOt adieu Scotland, 
and in^it all tfaafs dear. Sir Carrdl fiitll noiFknow 
who I am ; the meanne& of my birth, Mgfat add 
contemp^t to the eompaffioii-tftat: my pover^ has 
fiready e:^cited — However, Fli get offlthcs diaft of 
the road, and wait on him immediately* l£xit. 
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ACT K, 



SCENE I. 

- . ■ • » - 

V . -.- - ■ . 

Lady Ara^lz's Houfo. ., ^ 

• " • '■-'" ■' ^ ' ^ 
Enter Sir Carrol ^^ Lady AfiAj^h^i 

Sir Cahlrql. 

ifxH, my Lady Arable, at my laft ftep from 
Stephen*s-Grecn, I fwore by the honor of Knight- 
hood, that I woudn't part with your Ladylhip 'till 
I fat you down under your own roof, and there 
you are. (bows) 

Lady A. And now. Sir Carrol, you are welcome, 
heartily welcome to a widow's houfe,^ But Fm 
apprehenfive that our EngUih^ood- cheer will fall 
fhort of your Irilh hofpitality. 

Sh Ca. Ah, my Lady ! our hofpitality is poUfti'd 
down of late days very genteely. We're tiotfo 
ready now to lock doors, hide hats and can^s, and 
nail our guefts to their chairs as we us'd to dp- 
No, — ^Now the third bottle fneaks back to the bin 
with A pitiful — " What, wou'd you rather not ?" 
where once the glorious " fix bottles more" was 
ufher'd in with a thoufand welcomes. (Jings) 

Though 
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** Though poor wasourtrade, 
•SWe had claitt galore, 

** And gcncroui htarti 
"To giv« iix bottles more; 



Lady, A. Then I muft fay with oUr bard, that 
your fix botrles more was a cuftom ** more 
honor'd in the breach than the obfervance/' 

Sir Ca. Faith^ and my lady, a lefture on ttni- 
pcr^nce is a. comiqal fort of grace to your good- 
cheer thut you were talking of juft now. But, my 
dear madam, I long for the honor of faluting my 
fcn's Lady that is to be; Where is your daughter? 
ift the ToiUtte, I warrant, 

Lady A. Wily, indeed, I fancy. Sir Carrol, the 
expeftation of your (bn*s arrival is the bell apology 
for Lady Jane'a delay in having th^ honor of 
wottving you— 'Oh, here Ihe is. 

Enter Lady Jane. 

Sir, my datlghter, Sir Carrol O^Donovan, my 
dear, {introducing them) 

Sir Ca. Madam, tho* I never faw my fon (falutes) 
vet, upon my honor, my firft prefcnt of this fair 
fiand, mud give him A treafure of delightful 
recoiUpence. 

Lai^ J. Vaftly obliging. Sir Carrol ; but you 
Irifli Gentlemen arc fo very general in your com- 
plimetltB, th^, not to doubt their fincerity, one 
muft have a great deal of merit, or a great deal of 
vanity. 

Sir Ca. And fo, my fweet Lady Jane, while 
your mother took her trip to Ireland, you, to pafs 
the time in her abfence, paid a vifit to your friends 

in 
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in Scotland. But I hope no bonny Scots ltd has— 
my fon will be difappoinied it you hieive left your 
heart behind you. 

Lady J. {ajide) Then he will be difappointed ! 
• Lady A. You fee Jane-»-Sir Garroris fo gallant — 
fo irrefiftibly impoitunate— that — ^I think you niult 
fbon have a father-in-law. 

Lady J. Madam, I (hall receive your choice as 
fuch with all refpeft and duty. 

Sir Ca. Then for your fake. Lady Jane, I wi(h 
yc>ur f)artder, my fon, was come ; for I long to fee 
the love-afTairs going forward — Oh, this fame love, 
fpreads joy and comfort round about us! — ^an^t 
upon my hoapr, a boufe is never lucky without it. 

Enter Footmak. 

Foot. Sir, a young man enquires for you. 
SirCa. O, the poor lad I met at the tavern— fhetr 
him up, with your permiffioQ^ Ladies. [£x/7 Foot. 

Enter O'Donov an, he and Lady jAvnfurvey each 
other with furprize and embarrajfmentk . 

O'Don. Sir, I have waited on you, in obecKencc 
to your commands— 

Sir Ca. Lady Arable, a boon — ^youTl oblige me by 
taking this boy under your proteftion^ until I can fee 
what I can do for him— You complain that Methe- 
glints loveaiFairs with Katty Kavanagh, makeliioi 
negledt yours — I dare fay this young lad writes — 
calls accounts— and t ho' he's a ftrahger, Til flake 
niy fortune on bis honcfty. 

O'Don. [bows) Sir-— 

La4y -4, His looks do not di%race your recom- 
mendation indeed Sir. Carrol— an exceeding hand- 
feme young man ! {ajide) 

Lady 
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Lady y. (afide) Now I think he looks like an er* 
rant knave of hearts. 

Sir C. Ha, ha, ha ! If your ladyfhip had feen 
how he made the powder-monkey fkip off, h^, ha» 
ha U— But my fon (hall take you by the band for it : 
and from what I have fe«i of you, I (hou'd wilh for 
nothing luiore than a ftxid friendfliip to take place 
between you and Edward. 

La* 7* Can be for^t me ? (afide) 

O'Das^i ^e's, aihapx'd to recoiled me ; but lbe*s 
right^::;<^j/g^ , / 

i ijBttr^ft Footman. 

Fddf. Sir, Mtr (yDbnovan is arrived. [Exit. 

SirCa. (with grj^t joy) Hah, my fon! My 
Edward I . Now^^y lady, here's the fpark that's to 
light ypuf nuptialtofc^i . 

Enter Larici? Kavanagh. 

Larry. (^ /peaks as entering) The company are 
here, you fay ?— As I never had the honor of paying 
my duty to a father, I prefume. Sir — you are 

^ f Looking at Sir Carrol, he is Jtruck with fur^ 

prize and confujion.) 

lS(r Ca. What, thfe Edward ! Ladies, my fon 
h^lJV^i.his duty to me before — —in a powder- 



"^^£^^h^.^ rm — 

' ii^Piu/l'** pray, can you fence. Old Touch- 

Larr^. Sir, — I — I — {fees 0' Donovan.) ** He 
can a little.'* 

d'Don. Then this is my fofler-brother. (ajtde) 

SiVCtf. Why Ladies, the affair is — that young 
ma— a— n my fon here, (not thinking I look'd vener- 
able enough for his father) inftead of grizzly time, 

VOL. III. £ made 
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made his French fcptman (hake his* fnoW-white 
honors o*cr my hoary pate. 

Larty. I aik pardon. Sir, but at the firft tranfient 

glance, I proteft I niiftook you for— a — a fome 

mechanick. 

Sir Ca. Did you faith ? Ah, then at my firft 
glance, I proteft I miftook you for — z — a ■ ' ■ 
gentleman, fo we were both miftaken. There La- 
dies is my fon, yon fee what he is. {mertified and 
dififpointed) 

Lady A. Sir, you are welcome ; Lady jane Ara- 
ble, (prefenting her) 

Larry, (faktes Lady Jane) More ^Ihion here, 
but lefs prettinefs than Sophia, (a^de) 

Sir Ca. Shake hands with that young gentleman^ 
and learn more than you have been ^ taught at Col- 
1^ ; to efteem modeft merit where you find it. 

Larty. Modeliy and merit, hah! 

Sir Ca, Wclcptnc them, they arc a couple of 
ftrangers. 

Larry. Oh, yes ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Ca. (afide) So, when I expefted a fon, they 
have fent me over a monkey. 

Enter Footman* 

Foot. Madam, Mr. Alibi is below. 

Lady A. O, my Attorney Sir Carrol, by whofc 
advice I made my Irifti purchafe, we muft coafult 
him further. 

Sir Ca. Edward, tho* your marriage with the 
daughter of this Lady is rather to be hoped than 
expcded, endeavour by refpeftful affiduity to make 
up for your fmall fample of merit, try if you can 
win her heart ; . for in whatever ftate ot life fortune 
may throw him, the afTcdion of an amiable woman 

is 
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is tke firA fupreme luftre that can (llumine the foul 
of man— My Lady. [kxeunf. 



SCENE II. 

• f" _ , 

Jnother Apartmint: 

- . - • " ( .... 

Meth. Cbme in,^ I teil you Katty^ M^s* Katty 
this room and furniture is worth your fencing . above 
all the reft j why, there's nobody here, or^ if there 
was — La, what ^rc you afraid of? 

Ktitty, Yes, ^ut Mr. Metheglin ; if ^your Lady 
(hou*d catch you brir^^ng^lks all about her roonasi 
befides I ftou'd die with Ihame. 

Meth. My Ladyi^^Ah, my dear, you littlt- 
Icnow — ^Shc'sa Lady, its trqe, and I ajn only her 
butler— but when Ladies baVe tafte, and but* 
lers have beauty — Bat mind, I dQn't fay that any 
body has taken a fanqy to fomebody — but there 
are ladies, that would give all ^ thf plate on their 
fkieboard, to be in yout place thi$ inomeiit, my 
iweet Katty ! :^ 

Katty. Certaiply, Mr. Metheglin, you are a very 
comely man. ^ 

Meih. Am I ? ' 

JCatif. Oh, that you are, to give the Devil his 
due. But why do you think your Lady has takeji 
a fancy to you ? 

[Meth. My reafons are here; (putting his finger 
to his had) I may be wrong, but— mum— She's 
going to be hiarried to another — therefore— honor 
— —A bird in hand is worth— Katty 111 make 
fure of. \^aji4e) Jf Ibe wasn't quite in love with 

32^ me 



me, (he'd have tum'd nie out of the houfe long 
ago, Vm grown fo idle. But with docking the 
iradefmen's bills, Chriftmas boxes, and lo forth, I've 
got fnug. Oh ! joyful day that my Lady took 
me to Dublin, or I Ibould never have feen you, 
my dear. 

Katty. Indeed, Mr. Metheglin, I think myfelf 
a very happy woman, after all the ups-and -downs 
of this troublefome world, to get fo good a huf- 
band as I hope you'll make me ; but, as I have had 
one bad hufband already, the trifle I bring you, 
you muft fettle upon me, in cafelfhould outlive 
you,, my honey. ' ■ 

Meth. I hppe there's no fear of that, my fweeteft. 
But weVe an Attorney here, one Alibi — I've 
already engaged him to fecure your money in the 
law way, my love. 

Hb. (without) Mr. Metheglin [ 

Meth. Don't you hear ?-—Thefe women won'^t 
let me alone. 

^ Enter Fib. 

Fib. Mr. Metheglin, pray come- -my Lady 
wonders you don't mind your bufinefs. 

Meth. Oh, this jealoufy l-^Sb here my Kaity 
fays, ** fit with me my Comfort," and my Lady 
wants me "to mind her bufinefs— Here*s the curfe 
of it ; if we're ordinary, we're ugly fellows \ and ilf 
we are any thing beautiful, we are cruel fouls and 
barbarous Gentlemen, and from the Lady in the 
drawing-room, to the maids in the garret, they buz 
about us like flies round a honey-pot. 

Fib, I tell }Du my Lady fent me to- 

Meth. Yes, your Lady fent you to me, I fend 
you to my Lady, and fo return the compJiriient. 

Fib. 
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Fii. Well, but {he*d hnrc you 



Meib. I know fhe'd have me ; you fee, Katty-, 
how it is. 

jR^. She bid me tell you this inftant to go 

Meth. Hufli !— -have you no modcfty ? Don't 
you fee ; before my intended fpoufe too ! 

Fiif. She wiihes 

Meth. I know ihe wifties. 

Fib. Pftiaw ! fhe wants — 



Mefh. I feel for her wants. 

Fii^. I tell you, man, Ihe defires^ 

Meth. Tm fcnfible man (he defires— rbut Vox 
Katty's man, and her Lady ftiip's humble fervant^ 

Fib. Ah, you won't be long her fervant, if you 
go on this way, I can tell you,- you'll get the wrong 
fide of the door* 

Meth. The wrong fide of the door Madam Fib ! 
— Here's my thanks for not telling, when I caught 
you daubing my Lady's rouge upon your check, 
and cribbing her imperial tea. 

Fik Upon my word, Mr. Methcglin, you take 
an immenfe many airs upon you, fince you have 
brought; Qver your bog-trotter, ha, ha, ha! [Exit. 

Katty. Bog-trotter! Only flop a moment, Mr^. 
Minikin — only ftop a moment, and I'll give you 
one mighty handfome flap on the forehead. 

Meth. Katty, you are very good, but' flic 
wouldn't ftop if yOu'd even give her two ; I know 
thatgirl. 

Katty. Bog-trotter indeed ! then here's my hand 
— now will I marry you, if its only to vex them. 

Meth. Sweet good-nature ! 

Xatty. ril foon ihow the proudeft of them all, 
ladies and maids— ftay — only ftay till they fee my 
fon Larry, mafter of Sir Carrol O'Ponovan's eftate, 
that's all. 

Meth. 
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Mefh. A fon of yours mafter of Sir Cstrrori 
cftate ! My dear Katty, your paffion makes you 
that you don't know what you are faying. 

Katty. I do — and fincc you and t arc fo foon to 
be one, you (hall know too — ^1*11 foon Ihew them 
who I am, and who my fon Larry is— ^Bog- trotter f 

Meth. And who is he, my beauty ? 

Katty. Why you muft know — --but, my dear 
fweeteft honey, have a care, for the whole king- 
dom of Ireland it mufn'c pais your Iips» till his 
marriage with lady Jane is fafe and well over. 
You think I only nurfedthis fine young Gentleman 
that's come over from France, but that^s my own 
child. . 

Metb. Yours ! \ 

Katiy. Mind — Sir Carrol here making a ftolen 
match with a Lady of no fortune ; his father on 
hearing it fent him abroad, and the poor young 
Lady lying in privately at my houfe, tiied in child* 
birth ; fo faith, my hulband, who was a little bit 
of a lawyer, made me fend our own infant to the 
grand- papa, inftead of Sir Carrol's baby \ and by 
this my fon Lawrence is bred up in grandeur like 
a fine Gentleman, and t'other poor fellow. Sir 
Carrol's real fon, was placed at the College of 
Glafgow, thro* the charity Of my, hufband's old 
mafter, Counfellor Fairplea, and moreover do you 
fee— that's all the whole ftory. 

Meth. Vm in aftoniflament, and fhall I bo ftep- 
father to the Mafter of Sir Carrol Q'Donovan's 
eftate-— See Katty, if I don't manage itfmartly for 
him, ril be his fteward, agent, and bailiff; en* 
courage him to run out; lend him his own money ; 
borrow myfdf of every body; get into parlia- 
ment, and pay nobody— Oh my poor Lady— This 
way, Kacry. [^Exeunt^ 

Enter 
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Enter Lady Jane it^^Larryj at oppofite fides. 

Larry. Moft obedient Ma'am ! 

Lady J. Sir, I thought her Ladylhiphad been here, 

Larry. No, my Angel, you knew I was here 
alone; and fent by your Mama; you come influ- 
enced by duty and inclination. 

Lady J. Then Sir, you infer duty to my mother, 
and inclination to 

Larry. No— not abfolutely fo, he, he, he ! 
(uffediedly) 1 woudn't be thought vain, but 

Lady J. O dear ! f don't think you have an atom 
of vanity. 

Larry. Ma'am ! (tows) 

Lady J. And indeed,! can't fee how you ihou'd ; 
but where the travelled, the accomplilh'd youth 
appro?ic&es, with the addrefs of faftiionablc cafe, 
tempered by refpeftful tendernefs— 

Xarry, ^Ia*am ! 

Lady 7. The manners refin'd; perfon graceful ; 
mien elegant— 

L^rry. Oh Ma'am ! 

Lady J, With phrafe clafically correft, yet fimply 
unafle^ed. 
,^ Larry. Dear ma'am ! 

Lady 71 Now, Sir, to one of thcfe you not hav- 
ing the fmalleft pretenfion 

Larry. Eh \ 

Z^dy y. Vanity in you, muft appear with fucH 
monftrouj abfurdity — 

Larry. Hah I 

Lady J.' That as a friend I advife modcfty as your 
only recommendation. 

L^^rry True, ma'am ! — I think I beard my 
father call me, I come, Sir Carrol— Madam your 
moft — Yes, Sophia Ihall have me.— Tol, lol, lol. 

. [^Exit mortified. 

Lady 
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Die candidate of chance ; but, perhaps, no jfl^^Sfc 
^lUcm^ym ta|^i^^ IK) opticc of «v^ 4?avi^ fcci^f^e 

agitated and aba(h'd<--y es, ii.isj npt daimif^ igfce 
for an acc^aintamce, ihew/d a sn^f %,, tb#|f ,w^en I 

than If he had approached me with.a]|t th<^ i^ptt^y 

V . -.. . } ^:jB«7^ O'Donovan (with papers) - • - -^? 

,0;2)^^.' I wiftll hadn'tmet Sir Carf ol-r-I d6ul h^t 

"feifjj^gctttng into' feme employment in London^-- 

;lt1^tirts mc to receive favors' while hopelefs of ever 

iliakfng B' retirrn— ^^nd the only woman in whofe 

"idea I" woii'dHve exalted, fo uhexpeftedly meeting 

me in fuch a humiliating ..fitualion— Y^s^ (he was 

afliam'd to aHnowiedge ihe had ever tteen in, my 

xx!>mp^n^— Yet, "charming Lady Jarie, | will\in- 

ydlilge my fight once more upon your piAiire--^iii/- 

ffiiriii^ U piRure^that hangs up) ,. 

I' La^ J. [advance's) Sir, that's thought' to foe a 

food Hkenefs; and that the painter has been very 
sippfm tht portrait; ^ ^ * r . 

^, 0'Dt?«. He muft ma'am, have be^nsemmqnrfy 
ib,^a^)MSa'{at for it. (r^//r/»^^ ■ ' . ,-. 

'^ £^^'y. Niy, Sir, I fhall be jealous of my piq- 
'Yufe, if 1 drive yod away when that had charms ^6 
Siletaifi j;ou— fray, how have you left 'bur ' a^iabib 
^iefo^s^lH Scotland. ' -- -: . 
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OtDm. X bntdnt a thought t)iat the pleafbreof 
diat honri cdB'd be facceeded by the honm of 
thk. 

Lidf^J: Toirwere thtn, I tiiiderfb^d, at Cd- 
iege^ Sir. But the canfe of jfbtir ccmimg to 
Sligland, is^-i! think I beard you lidrere a rdatkm 
«f Sir Carrot O*Dmi0Vaii ? 
^' 0*Z)»«f. I haven't that honoi^, Madatti. . 
'^ Laifji C%/ you're only his countryman^ and 
ji«^ that; he-- — - 

O'D&n. Madam, he has favcn^d nleWich his 
protedion — he found me frien^fefs ; and country 
is a motive unregarded by a liberal mind. 

X^df^. Sir Carrol feems a very worthy cha<« 
riu^er ipdeed. 1 Kke his notice of my pidure^ 
i^^fy.^ jprefume^ Sir, you are not ignorant of 
t5e aRiance that's likely to take place m our fo« 

; O^p^H. I have hcard^ Madam—— 
' TJ^dj 2^. 1 never ftw Mr. O'ponovan, my in- 
tendecl, bteffore to^-day ;— It's an odd fort of quef- 
tidh from me — But, you're a fcholar, and will 
excufe a woipap \ P^^7> do you know any thing 
of Mr. O^onovan ? 

ty15ip. Only, Ma^vn^ that he's the happidi of 
mankind, {bcnjos^. 

LdSf^^V^a, apprehenfive, that where a mif« 
trefs is t}ie object, yimr judgment of happineis is 
dbfc Vejrv extenfiVe. Devoted to the mutes, you 
iur^i'rpfefiimc, only their humble admirer; To 
tli^t Were you the trappy man^ in his ilci|atioQ« It 
vou'ii be nine to one ag^ifift the happy maid in 
mine? 

0'l>^», oh, Mada^m, was there a tnufe for 
etery ftar, and that maid a Lady Jane, the odds 
wou'd ftill be in her favon {JfWJS and is retiring) 

VOL* III* Ts . ' Laify 
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Lady J. You are now going 

O'Doru Te^^ Msidam, tbrQUgb the fnendfliip 
of Sir Carrol, her Ladyfhip has done me the ho^ 
nor tq enip}o)( mt i^ reviling fome furveys of her 
late purch^fe i^ IrelaDd. 

Lady J. You underiUnd maps and things of 
that fort ? 

O'Don. Madfuen^ I (tioa'd have been morecom^ 
netent, had I thought that my fiudies cou d ever 
have procured me the happinefs of being in any 
manner ferviceable to her Ladyfliip. [£k/V. 

J^^ J. O tbfit blind fortune had my eyes, 
to take but one look at the dear youth; un« 
lodcy. Sir Carirol to tmng him here at this junc* 
tare, his fon perhaps might have appeared mor^ 
tolerable, but now the coxcomb fnffers fa mife* 
rably by the cpmpariibn* that where I might have 
only defpifed, I now mod fincerely deteft ! — no 
way to avoid this hatodr match ? 

4 

Filf. O, thcfe deceitful men I Tve no patience 
v^ith them-^its a ihame for him, fo it i& 
Lady J. What, what's the matter ?• 
Ftb, You are too good for him, and fo I tcdd 
Mrj.Pavotj Mr. Pavot, iaid I, my yonng lady 
1$ too gx)od for your mafter, that's what fliei i8$ 
Madame Fib. my maitre is fine gentilhomme^ 
fay^ he, fp I Uid to him, faid I, your mafter is a 
perfidious viper. 

Lady J r Pxay«-rl'flain no l^uniour now for trir 
fling. 

Bbn Then I fuppofe your Ladyihip hafn*t 
heard of your lover^ Mr* Donovan's faifehoodi 

IMyJ. 
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^V'Mk-. Ifn't it the blafekeft?— think noW only of 
hisbeitog fent for over here to triai ry you, ind all 
the whUe ^otti^fm v\H[Ch a^ 
carry off a young lady in the neighbourhood, 
^LaijJ^ But Atd yob ^crt^te 6f this ? 

Fib, At the mention o£ this barbarous- ur%get 
to you, Lud Iwas 'fiired^--I feci my cars ftill as 

:,La^J. Well, weHj but htm Ca* th^is be, 
when he is only juftamved from Paris ? 
.y^FU;- .Juft atrired 1 V9h^\ Ma*litii, he h^ 1>f en 
figuring about Londca for I d<>h*t klioM^ Ho^ 
many mtmths^ unknowii to hi* fitter. 

FU. And that Pavot hh Fi*h<?hrtian, 'i* is 

wdi known in all ike tricki^' ef London^ *« if 
he'd b^n born in Coven t-Garden. 

Lady J. Paying hU Sidardfts to anothet ! O, 
if leap but bring this to a proof, it will be a 
charming pretext, yes, my molhtr wou'd certainly 
break off our match, (ajlde) But didn't Pavoc 
icll yoi^ who the young Lady is ? 

Fii. No, Ma'am, with his (hrugs, nods, and 
French gabbcrmg^ Icoil'dfi't get that from him; 
Smc It fecms, your lover, Mr. O'Donovan, by 
^plidinii ofa letter that he had from a Mn Nol Pros» 
ia ijQ^don, was to introduce himfclf into the fa- 
/niiyas aiGlcrk or a fomewhat-^ 

iMdjyJ. Stop! Sophia knows every body at 
Hampton Court, I may hear from her who this 
4a«ral is-^hcrc. is agletfm oi hope howfever-^my 
cloak and gloves. [E^i^itFlk 

Ah| if i thdughc thia dear ftranger entertain d 
aae tenchar fcmimeiit £c>r m«, f&r tbt firft Hmc 
\ u ' ¥2 ' in 
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in my life, I'd rgoice at beiog bom to a fplendid 
fortune« [Exitt, 



SCENE II. 

- j^;f/rr $aPHiAj {/peaks at the cetitet door} 

: S{ifhr Mr. AiTCOwt] Mr. Aircourt! Mjrguafl 
Mian's gone out. » . j 

Jir. {H^itbin) Biit how Ihall I get out I 

Spfib. What a malicious old cceature» to lock 
you in ! caa't you puQl back the lotk ? 

Jir. \ have already broke his penknife at- 
tempting it* ' 

Sofb. Well, here— -try my fciflars. {Puts them 
under the door^) there, take them up.— ^(jp^a/^x) 
la, manj Try (fau/es) why dbn't you do it Mr. 
Aircourt ? (Lifiens) what the <leuce have you 
fairnaflecp? 

^Enfer Aircourt at tbejtde, Sophia not feeing Sinh. 

"You're a pretty Pyramus ! Why do*nt you try rtly 
^fciflats? ' 

^/r. What, to cut love, oi' to kill the lion, 
my Thifbe? 

Soph. Hah ! How did you get there ? ' 

Air. Pop'd out of the back window, perched up- 
on a cucutnber frame, hop'd up ftairs^ and here 
I am yfyur own poor Robin . 
"^ '^^jpl't^h,** you fbolifh fluttering thmg."^ (Jmgs) 

Enter 
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^ Alibi. Ladj:A0tMe>,^9J;i§.Mflffiicr-But I was 
right not to fee my wife Katty» *till I have her here 
fafe under my own fQof^ - 

Soph. {Singing) ~^^ Sweet Rotin, fweet Robin, 
^' no no, you &all aot go." , 

Alibi. {Ajide^ and lobking afAircmrt) Now do 
I fufoeft this Robin to be a Canary. , _ 

Air. {Perceiving Alibi) T^he old one ! 'Slit mind 

TfXtrr-{^rt tQ Si?pbia) Y'^s, IVfjifs, | thjipik I cou'd 

teach you to play at cribbage after diiinefi'for I 

was counted a dab at jit f n our parts* ^ . 

^ So^. iThank you^ Robin, ^ < 

^ Aiibi. {afideS This muft be Robin Goo^llow, 

jafgd.hgs^bipM thro' the key- hole, I won*tifeerii 

to know he^is got out, only to feeiiow he'll carrf 

,jit;.iQifF. . \Try$ the center door) No burglary hcre^ 

h^y/^ver. {Unlocks it and calls) Well, Kobin^ 

j^eyo^epgrofs'd th;at ? Come Qiit here, my lad. 

tAircpHT;t vfalks by bim inat the cloory and retutks) 

rifey, that^s one way of coming out. 

Air. The York (hire way. Sir ; whenever we*d 
cqme oil t ^ <^^ we always go in firft* 

AJiii. Your hand — you*ll make an excellent 
l^wyer^. But the manner in which I found you 
Here, explain. I left you in that rooiii, and I 
loifsjc'd thje door. 

Air. Ycsy Zurj but you didn't lock the wia- 
dow^ 

, Alibi, Didn*t lock the window ! He'Udo. 
]/ Sofb. Yes, he'll do. 

Alibi. Peery enough, but a queer beginning 
d|-9' -^no doing without applicaiton, my friend— 
i fet you about an affair of confequeace within 

here 
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here, and I find you with my ward without here : 
how dare you quit your ftation. 

Siofb. O, ritiy poor guardian! So when you 
thought you had Robin in crib, here was he 
teaching nnc to plaf cribbage. 

Alibi. Hearkfeel If you wou'd make your for* 
tune in the law, iofiead of Hoyle, ftudy Styks's 
Reports, . I never touch a card, except now and 
then I divert myfelf with a little game of Begg^r- 
my-Neighbour — ^but how dare you quit yO^at 
ftation ? 

^/n Oh, Zur> I thofc it was dinner-tinnic. 

jBibi. *' Thoft it was dinqer-time !*•— ^H^I 
there's no danger in this fellow j for I ncv^r heard 
or read of a lover that was hungry, (ajid^.) 

Jir. La, Zur, there's no danger from me, but 
fd have you take care of one Air court — her ixead 
runs on nothing but him— he'll certainly carry 
her off. ^ 1 

Sofb. Oh, that nothing may hinder him ! 

Altbi. YeSj butfomething (haB hinder him— 
ihy wit, my vigilance fhall hinder him. 

Jir. But what's yoiir, wit Jo a fellow with 
^Irength in his arm, and the Devil in his head f 

Alibi. What do you mean, to talk fo. Boy ? 
Do I ever go out, that I don*t carry; the great 
key in my pocket? Nay, even now Fm here, 
isn't thedooj- below lock'd on the infide ? 

Soph^ Yes Sir, but in fpite of all your keys and 
caution, if my Aircourt, infpir'd by love and 
fuperior wit, had by an ingenuity of ilrata^em 
got in here, what wou'd you do then ? 

Alibi. What vvou'd J do then ? 

Jir. Aye, Sir, what wou'd you do then ? ; > 

Soph. Cou'dn't he puih a little feeble old quif- 
by like you down into a chair ? 

Alibi. 
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^llbi. lA^^y pray? ' 

Soph. Shew him hoWi Roblo ? 

Air. Ylhy there — {futs him intd a chair) Jtift 
that way 

Alibi. Well, now Old Quifby's down in the 
chairii-what wou'd he do then ? 

Air, Why he*4 carry the girl ofF. 

Soph. Yes, to be fure heM carry the girl off. 

Alibi. \l thefe are your notions, your friends 
did wellto have you lam the law, if only to favc 
you from being hang'd fome time? or other— \ 
good occafion this to give him his firft lecfitire 
{qfide) WcU, honeft Robin, you fuppofe it a very 
caly thing for a young fellow to run away with 
a Lady from her Guardian ? 

-^ir. 9i?ite eafy, and valUy pleaifant raayhop.. 
r^JUbi. Then I'll ihew you how, for fuch a plea- 

fant trick ymimay ha{^and dance too- ^Sephy; 

hand me down that Coke yonder, {Sophy goes to 
thejhehesy 

Sr. Scop, Mifs, Vm taller nor you. {helping 
her with the book, it falls) 

Alibis Why you dog, do you want to kill the 
girl h 

^Sc^h^ Yes, he's quite a killing'creature. 
i^/i^fc Well now, you Sophy, you only; juft 
lay5 thzt book before me. {j^e lays it oH his 
knee) Now, my boy, Pve fomethiog here under 
mytbomb that will open your eyes to the dan - 
ger^of breaking the laws of your country. 

S$fb. But a true lover defpKes law and dan- 
ger. 

Alibi. Defpife law ! that's a decent' word out 
of your mouth Mifs, before my pupil, {apart to 
her) Now, Robin, for argument fake, we'll fnp-^ 

pole 



4i THE TOY; 

pofe that this young lady has thirty thortfaiidl 
poaods — I don't fay flie has, only putting a cafe 
^•--and here, lam h«r guardian, ha, ha, ho! It^s 
admit ted, you know, that l*m the Old Qoifby in 
the chair, be^ he, he! 

Air. Yes, zur — we know your Old Quilby. 

jilibi. Very well ; and we'll fay ftiil for argu* 
mint's fake you are Aircourt. 

Sepb. Aye, now you are my Aircourt, and 
I am your Sophia, and there fits my gentle old 
guardian with Lord Coke under his thumb— 

Alibi. Now, Robin, I beg your pardon — Mr. 
Aircourt, — only juft take that young lady out of 
that door, and if you can read, 1^11 then fliew 
.you a few lines here, that will convince yon 
what a hopeful hobble one of us will be in. 

Air. But let's underfland — Ob, I'm to make 
belief to run away with her — and weYc to leay^ 
you in a hobble. 

Alibi. What a ftupid — He, he, he ! — Sophy 
carry it on with him. 

Soph. Me go out of the room with him !— Silly ! 
*— ^Indeed I (han't. 

Alibi. Why, you perverfe girl, mustn't I give 
the lad fome infight of the profeffion, fince I'Ve 
touched his money ! — and no conviftion like ex- 
ample — Do it. {apart to her) Well, now then^ 
you take her away, 

^/r. Well, I take her away — Good bye, »till 
we fee you again — This is fo comical, that wh^ 
folks hear of it they'll only think it the lie of. 
tlie day. [^Exit wbijiling^ with Sophia. 

Alibi. He, he, he ! O you ignoramus ! The 
f<fQ| little thinks that a man can't even run away 
with his own wife, without being punifli'd for lu 
Kow, where is the chapter ? Pon'tcome in yet- 
Now 
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Now 111 Ihew him that he may get haiig'd for 
iW«^Ai^<^hiftfe^mt5 rDefpifc iHifc-W^HV 

t;dich£l^tb^4ef|^fe law 4 Her^ Bx>biii«--Sbpiif, 
doli'd^^amtt ^hnidg^'out thtm ^ hio^-^ob, 
^h|J^ujP-*ini! Zounds i Come! (rifes) If^^^ 
(Turns the^ button of the door) iiie door's bolted ftft 
on^ otfier fide--Tf«adicry ! SofAy, Murder ! 
1 'Its plundered I JPlague o* aiy J-ord Gofec, Burne^ 
and Blackftone. {^Mkribe hoks abm^^^^ 
im^oltf^^tcd^Ol^j thatvaiJtim NolRtosi'Oh, 
dr^fe Yorklhitt r ' -^ {Emt. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

A Room at the Toy. 
Enter SopHiAt and Aircourt in his own drefi, 

Sophia. 

wH, my dear Aircourt, you're the moil wicked, 
the moft comical creature, ha, ha, ha ! But upon 
my honor I am vaftly frightened — By this timfe niy 
guardian's in a precious fury — Heigho! Tm like a 
bird juft got loofe, can fcarce believe my own hap- 
pinefs — This is the bed houfe we could have taken 
flielter in, he has/fuch an idea of its being fo ex- 
penfive. > 

Air, Ha, ha, ha ! I fuppofe never walks by the 
. door, left they (hould fend him out a bill for look- 
ing at the fign ; but Til inftantly order a chaife, and 
we'll dalh into town. 

NoL Pros (without) 

Nol. Never mind, my lad, I fee him coming. 

Air. Eh ! my love, you had beft ftep in there a 
moment. I don't fjppofe, if I (hould meet Alibi, 
he can know me in my own cloaths. 

Sopk 
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Soph. Well pray now Aircourt, don't ftay— Pm 
fo terrified. 

jiir. At what, my dear creature ?— There— • 
fl<sp in. {puts. her in) I » won't ftay ten minutes. 
No bad policy in me to keep O'Donovan's 
part in this clerk's fcheme a fecret from Sophia.-*— 
Women like the man they find takes a deal of 
pains about them : and with all his puppyifm, did 
Ihe know he went fuch lengths to obtain tier, per- 
haps I Ihould not Hand fo high in her opinion. 

{Exit. 

Enter Not Pros and Waiter. 

NoL What time did Mf . Callipaffi order dinner, 
did you fay ? 

IVait. On table at three, Sir. 

A'b/. Thep get me a ham-fandwich. [Exit fTait.y 
I long to know* what fuccefs the young fellow had 
with my letter to Alibi* 

Alibi, (without) ^ 

Alibi. Ah, no matter — 1*11 have her. 
Nol. Oh, here he comes, he's loft his ward, 
charged like a pop-gun — but I muft ftand the fire. 

Enter Alibi, 

Alibi. Oh, you're there, Nol — An*t you aftiam'd 
pf yourfelf, Nol Pros ? 

Nol. Ha; ha, ha ! What, for fending yoa an 
aftive clerk, with a banging purfe of money i 

Alibi. Yes, he has been adtive, with the devil to 
him— ^but I'll bang him !— I'll catch him — hang 
bim^*— ril teach him to run away with heirelfes. 

NqI. Ha, ha, -ha ! Now from your paffion do 

G Z I fup- 
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I fuppofe he don't want teaching, ha, ha, ha !— I. 
thought the young rogue Ipok'd like a proficient, 
ha, 4ia, ha ! 

Mibi. Ha, ha, ha! (mimicking) And an^t you 
aa.old rogue, to be aiding and abetting in fuch a 
fcheme of villainy ? 

NoL Ha, ha, ha ! 
. jilfbi. What, do you laugh, when I tell you he 
ha$ carry'd off my ward ? 

JVb/. Here he comes — the very fpark ! 

jilibi. Does, he ! ' * -^^ r 

NoL Hufti ! — Be you cool ; well make fome- 
thing of him yet 5 tho*. IVe realbn to think he 
concealed his real name from me, yet I have found 

out he has got the acres Stand afide, and weU) 

nab him, {Alibi retires) $ 

Enter Larry Kavanagh. 

Larry. Yes, Til give up Lady Jane, and now 
for Sophia— I mud get Aircourt*s advice — I know 
he's in the houfe. {fees Nol Pros} The Attorney 
that gave me my clerk's letter — Zounds! if he dif- 
covers who I am — my plan on Sophia may come tq 
my fatlier's ears. As he don't know my real name, 
ril brazen him out that Tm not the man. 

NoL Sej*vant, Sir ! 

Larry. .Sir^ you've the advantage of me. 

NoL No, Sir, the advantage is on your fide— ^ 
I find youVe got the girL 

Larry. Girl ! 

NoL Aye — my letter was the tbing--*your hand 

'I'm heartily glad youVe carried old Alibi's 

ward off. 

Larry. Stop ! — In the firft place, I never, faw you 

before: 
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before ; and as for thofe girk and Alibi's you talk 
of — curie me, if I know what you mean, friend. 

NoL Ha, ha, ha ! Then you did'iit ^et a letter 
from me, recommending you to Mr. Ahbi? 

Larry. Not I. 

NoL That's good enough — Step hither,. Alibi — 

jllibi. (^advances) Tell me, you villain, where is 
— •(/(? Larry ^ in a rage, Jiops Jhort) Hah, how do 
you do, Sir ? — Fm very glad to fee you— You re- 
member giving me a lift in the coach, when Sophia 
and I were weather-bound at Chelfea, 'twas vaftly 
kind ! 

NoL I think you're vaftly kind to the fellow you 
were to hang juft now. Didn't you tell me he ran 
away with your ward ? 

Mbi. He ! 

Lat^y. Me ! Did you fay fo. Sir ? {to Alibi) 

Jltbu Not I! 

Enter Aircourt. 

Air. The chaife is ready : but hew to ' cut our 
way thro' the enemy, {ajide) 

Larry. Ha ! my dear boy — I've been looking — 

jlUbi. Yes, this is the cut^throat, I know him. 
{to Aircourt) Where is (he ? What have you done 
with her? — Here, you Nol, confefs, this is the 
chap you fent with your Yorkftiire letter. 

NoL That ! I never faw the Gentleman before. 

Air. {afide) That brings me off. 

Larry Ha, ha, ha! 

Air. Ha, ha, ha ! Gentlemen, you are all very 
merry here. 

Alibi. Yes ; but I'll make you laugh another way, 

Mafter Robin ! 

Larry. 
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^ /• 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Why the Gentleman's 
name's Hal. 

Alibi. Yes ; but he was Robin in Yorkftiire. 

jiir. 1 was robbing in Yorkftiire ! — What do 
you mean by that, you rafcal ? 

Larry i Hz ^ ha, ha! Be quiet; he's a worthy 
old flick, but not quite clear at prefent, for I fee 
he's teen tipling. ^ 

Alibi. I fay again, this is the fellow that brought 
the letter from you ( pointing to Aircourt) 

Air. Did you ever give me a letter ? (/o Nol Pros) 

Nol. No ; but I fay again and again, that's the 
fellow that brought it to him. {pointing to Larry) 

Larry, (to Alibi) Did I ever bring you ^ letter? 

Alibi. No, no; 'twas he. {to Aircourt) 

Air. Then you infift I got a letter from him ? — 
I've a mind to pull your wig, you fcoundrel ! {to 
Alibi) 

Larry. And if you have the impudence to fay I 
carried off his ward, I'll break your back, you old 
prevaricator, {to Nol) 

Alibi. Aye, his turning it upon you {to Larry) 
is only to fcreen his accomplice here, {to Aircourt) 
* Nol. No; but your turning upon this Gentle- 
man, is clear (ham. {pointing to Aircourt) But I 
fuppofe, if my chap has got her, you'll keep a good 
flice of her fortune — I'll be up with you, my little 
Alibi! [Exit, 

^;;^;-^"^^}Ha,ha,hai . * 

Alibi. Very well, ha, ha, ha ! But fee if I'll 
be laugh 'd out of my charge, good Mafter Hal 
and Nol. I'll fee if my Lord Chancellor will grim, 
at this^ - \ ^ ; [Exit. 

' ' ^ ■- ' • ■ * * ■ • ■ • ■ • '■• - 

' Larry. 
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Larry.' Ha, ha, ha ! What does old Alibi mean 
by this paffion that he's got into ? 

Jir. It*s plain Nol Pros has told him of the 
letter he gave you — and the fears of Sophia's 
aftually eloping, operate fo powerfiilly upon his 
faJncy, that — 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Quite mad ! — but Aircourt, 
Tve been affronted fo by Lady Jane-^I find her the 

molt fupercilious capricci Do you know^, that 

upon my honor, (he laugh'd at me ? 

Air. No! 

Larry. She did ! — Think of laughing at me 1—* 
But I'll make formal propofals for Sophia. 

Air. Do, and I dare fay youll obtain her. 

Larry. I haven't a doubt. 

Air. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. What do you laugh at ? 

Air. Why, to tell you the truth, O'Donovan, 
I'm down here on a love-fcheme of my own. 

Larry. You I 

Air. Ha, ha, ha ! My girl too, has got a crazy 
old gu_ardian — ha, ha, ha ! I (hall carry her ojBT 
though. 

Larry. Why don't you ? 

Air. 1 wou'd 5 only the blockhead, my rival's 
in the way. 

Larry. What, h^'s a troublelbme puppy, hey ! 

Air. That he is indeed, ha, ha, hal — Hovir 

Ihall I (hake him off? {ajide) O'Donovan,— 

You'll excufe me now. 

Larry. Where are you going ? 

Air. Only— you know at fuch a junfture, one 
has fifty things 

Larry. Well, I won't interrupt you ; but Air* 
court, who is your girl ? 

Air. 
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Air. No, my friend, O'Donovan^ youVe too 
fine a Gentleman for my charmer to fee — come— 
you dangerous beau ! '(Takes bim under the arm) 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha ! I fancy I am a little dan- 
gerous—! don*t know feut your right not to let hef 
fee me-^Ha, ha, ha! the girl! T thought you 
didn^t come to Hamptbn-Courrmerely to dine with 
your rowing jparty, you fly poacher; I can^t'help 
laughingat the foolim pupj^y your rivai.j > '< 

Lady y. The Lady's ijp this room^you fay*^ ' 

Sophia;^ What ^can^4iave brought you to fuch a 
houfe as this ? I cou'd fcarce belidV6 it-^was yorf 
tapped at the window. : :. I '^ 

Soph. O, Lady Jane, IVe dbne^^the'ii^ddeft 
thing, ha, ha, ha ! Tve elop'd ftofii my-gdarcHaii. 

Lady J. Indeed!— And> with wbo^* n^ ^]^r ? 

Sopk^ OKr hth a comical fbul !— 4id- ;ftis^s -Very 
long f-^ wiffi you -were coming \^kb usk.^'^ V 
' La^^^\f.^^\si\ niy dear Sophia^ vrtw— ^ndwfeat 
-~and how ?-^E16p'd ! ' • ^ .,::*: Ic < 

Soph. -As- to your who, 'tiswitR Mfc Aircburt j 
-^our3)OW — te eaikie and got me oflfi di%uifed 
like a Yorklhire derk— ihe whisit— *we'll be naarricd 
uirectly. ^ * '••^' . -., . - * - 

jL^^iv 7. Difguis'd like a clerk f fhe very 'circum- 

ftance Fib tblcl mef-are-youfure your lover's jiamc 

is- — What do you call him ? . 

< Soph. Aircourt. ' ^ ,: „ ^ 

^L^i^y.^Thatthay be his- name to you; but 

don't be furpriz'd, my dear, if I aflure you, that 

^ " - • '• . your 
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yonr very Mr. Aircourt is no other than my Mr. 
O'Donovan, that was to have been married to me 
dire(flly. 

So/>L Oh, dear? Lady Jane, how can fuch a 
thijag come into jrour head ! 

Laify J. Well now, flop ; pray what kind of 
perfon has he ? 

Soph. The prettieft perfon in the world, or d'ye 
think rd have thought of him ? 

Lajy. J. The prettied perlbn in the world !— - 
that is, in a wounded Lady's didionary, the flower 
of Fop's- Alley. 

Soj>b. My Aircourt a fop ! Upon my reputa- 
tion. Lady Jane, you make me exceedingly angr5\ 

Lacfy J. Wafn't his letter of introduttion from 
a Mr. Nol Pros ? 

Soph. The very name ! 

Ladf J. Ytn right. 

Soph. Eh ! ( panfes) 

Ladf J. Believe me, it's beyond a doubt ; yet I 
had'nt an idea that you were my tiiumphant rival. 

Soph. No; but ferioufly, can this be true ? 

Lady J. Moft indubitable !— FiV has got the 
whole affair from Mr. Pavot, his valet, ha, ha, ha! 

Soph. Nay, but don't laugh at me. Lady Jane, 
for Tm really hurt — It's impollible though ■ 
and yet the fear of his d^fign upon me, coming to 
the knowledge of your family, accounts ^r . his 
affuming another name. 

Lady J. Pr^y what introdudion — how came you 
acquainted ? 

Soph. Mere accident. At the dapcing-mafUr's 
ball, at the Londoa Tavern, be happened to be my 
partner, ; ^ ^ . : [ 

^Lqdy J: Yes, his man told Fib, that the Gon* 

VOL. III. K tlemaa 
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tleman had been dancing about London under a 
fidicious name, and his good father, Sir Carrol (who 
is really a worthy raanj thinks he's only juft ar- 
rived from Paris. 

Soph. He's one of the moft diflembling— — 
cruelleft 

Lady J. I requeft, my dear Sophia won't ima- 
gine that I made the difcovery out of jealoufy, 
envy, or any other female principle of good -nature 
— You like him, take him ; you pleafe yourfelf, 
and do me a very fignal piece of fervice. 

Soph. I will not — FU never fee him more— ^I 

defpife — Y\\ try to forget him. {weeps) He's 

gone for a chaife but let him go by himfelf for 

a traitor. 

Lady J. O then he left you there till his return* 
{pointing to the room) 

Soph. Yes ; but he (han't find me there. 

Lady J. Then he (hall find me there. 

Soph, ril go diredly back to my prifon. Don't 
l5e angry with me, my dear Lady Jane — I'm fo 
vex'd [Exit crying. 

Lady J. I'll take Sophia's place here within, and 
bring convidtion in his face, beyond the power of 
denial, {retires) 

Enter Aircourt. 

^ Air, What a troublefome cur it is ! My poor 
girl has had a tedious time of it here within, {^taps 
at the doer) Come, my Love, the chaife is ready. 

Lady Jane advances. 

Lady J. I'm glad to hear it. Sir — Eh ! Sir, 
I beg a thoufand pardons ^ I expefted another 
Gentleman ! • 

Air. 
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^/r. Yes, madam, and I expe<fled another lady. 

Lady J. Pray, Sir, is yoi^r name Aircourt ? 

Air. At your fervice, ma'am. 

Lady J. What an error have I -be^n in | what 
mifcbief ! My poor Sophia ! {ajide) 

Air. Pray, madam, did you lee a young lady — 

Lady J. {looking out) CMi, here comes Mr. 
O'Donovan, I can*t wait for an explanation now. 
Sir; I have feen the Lady, and as I was the caufe, 
tho' innocently, of your lofing Mifs Sophia, you (hall 
command every effort of mine (o regain her. [fixit. 

Air. What m^ic could have trahsform'ci Sophia 
to Lady Jane ? 

Enter Larry Kavanagh. 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Aircourt, youVe right 
about Alibi's mad freaks; why Sophia's now at 
home, Ih^d this moment the fwe?teft imilc ft-om 
her window** 

Air. i5one home ! was ever fuch a littje twirl 
about tec?4p-tum. {(^fide), 

Larry. I ihall ndake formal propofals for her to 
Alibi, > b^t on fecond thoughts I think I had ^tter 
for a while conceal my name though, becaufe then, 
in cafe of difappointment, I (hay ftill have Lady 
Jane iy\ Petto 5 I have fent my man to Alibi's to 
requeft an interview. 

Air^ What could have i^iade her fcamper back 
again^;(4/^) 

Larry. But Aircourt, what are you about ? you 
told me you were on a love fchcme. 

Air. I don't know, {quick and pievijhly) 

Larry. Don't know! Don't bite me; Ha, ha, 
ha! I fee it 5 your puppy rival's in the way. 

H 2 Air. 



Air. He is, (and juft ajsr you intcnjj fcp gopbia-') 
I ain told without r^v^aling hi$ naoiej he aefigns 
to make propofals for my miftrefs^ to her guardian. . 
^ Larry. But wba(^ pbjedion has t^iis guarc^ian 
to you ? 

. Air. Why, re^iUy I can't fay, fome bufy body 
has been chattering that I made a fong upop him, 
or intended to have him cancatur'd in the print t 
(hops; the thing above all others it feemshe's moft 
afraid of. 

Larry. Is he? Ha, ^la, -ha I I have it — ^you^i- 
hand— I'm your onicle— yp«r rival t de(igns> to, go 
and propofe for her, and yet wpceal his name j 
fend an anpnyn^ous tine to lier guardian that a 
moft notoripus huqimc^r, has )aid a f^an to come 
as a fuitor to his ward, but his tibat real purpofe, is 
to get his pcrfon and manner for a caricature piint, 
orfopgt or fomething of that fort, to turn him 
^ato ridicule : and if he is fuch an unique^ he-U 
take the alarm at once, I warrant your rival trun^ 
died out of the houfe without a hearing, ha, ha, ha! 

Air. And fo, my friend O'Donovan, this is your 
xpmfortahle advice ? . 

Larry. I only wilh I had a rival with Sophia, {hat 
J might put the joke in praftice, what a fooUfli 
figure he'd cut. r ■ ^ > . 

Mr. You really think he ^ou'd? 

Larry. O by heav'n, it wou'd be the higheft— 
^Qqly do try it. > 

V Air. Well, perhaps I nuy-^You'va fent your 
'man, you fay, to Alibi's? v> 

y^^. Larry. Yes, and in three minutes I Ihall be 
* there myfelf, and make propofals. Ha, ha, ha I 
JDut never pind me-— rAircourt, do fend the letter 
to your old lad— ^ You may figq yourfclf *VUn- 
■ ' . known 
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knowir Friend," or, '* Qjtn the corner**— Hf an- 
fwer for its fuccefs — it will make a fcreeching 
Uygh for us ! ha, ha,, ha! 

Air. I t^ink it will— PU try it— Ha, ha ha ! 

[Exegnt. 



SCENE II. 

Alibi's Houfs. 
EnUr Alibi and ISophia. 

Soph. Don't ii!iention him, I haf e him now as 
much 4s ever I lov'd him. 

Alibi. Ha, ha ! — I thought you'd repent of your 
fondnefs for your charming Aircourt — the fellows 
an adventurer! — But no more guineas for dan- 
cing mafter's balls ! 

Soph. Oh, Sir, his elegant perfon — grace in 
dancing — polite attention, charm'd my heart ; and 
when I was taken ill, his concern at the accident 
claim'd my gratitude. 

Alibi. So you muft fall in love with him, be- 
caufe forfooth he danc'd you about 'till you fainted 
and then, as if he was tipping for nine, he over* 
fets half a dozen little miffes only to throw a glals 
of water in your face. 

Soph. Do now let's hear no more about him, 
and upon my honor I won't run away again. 

Alibi. -Pon my honor, I don'^t think you will--* 
-Boy, my gown and cap ; I won't ftir out— 1 don't 
think you*H run away again, little Soph, if a wife 
brain, brick wall, ftrong bolt, and double lock can 
prevent it. 

Soph. Ah, guardian, if a woman's mind is let 
upon a kind youth, with a true heart, and hand- 

fome 
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fome face ; your waU*s,c6bweb ;— bolt, ftmw—^ 
pye-cruft4ock, and your brain, fyllabub. 

yllibi. Don't tell me of pye-crufts !— you fliall 
find mi a fpider, Mrs. .Ladybird — Why, you little 
boy, 

JEnterBoY, with a cap andgozvn. Alibi put them on. 

There, now Fm at home for the day, the night, 
the morrow ; FU not ftir from the houle thefe three 
week's — You won't get off again, 1 think. 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, that they may ! (^fur* 
veying and turning him about.) 

Alibi. May what? 

Soph. Take you oifF. Ha, ha, hal 

Alibi. Take me off ! " • ' 

Sepb. With your red 'cap; you ontj'^ want the 
pipe in your mouth. 

Alibi, li they gifabetmeiri their print-l^ops, I'll 
bring my aftion for a libel — their windows are a 
nuifance, exhibitions of fcandal and indecency, to 
block up the footpaths, and make a harveft for 
pickpockets. 

I ■ " ' 

Enter Pavot. 

Pav. Monfieur, mon Maitre has fait his.. butij- 
ble refped;, to knov^ if .he can have the honor of 
\vaiting upon yoq ? 

Alibi. Well, and who is your mon Maitre,,. pray ? 

Pav. Gentilhomme of the bon fortune, to beg 
permiflion to p^y his addreflcs to your young 
Lady there. . 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha ! Upon my word, hadn't you 
beft advertife me at once — '* To be fold,| purfuant 
to a decree of the High Court of Chancery, that 

capital 
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capital meffuage, known bf the name of Sophia 
Seymour ; for particulars, enquire of Capias Alibi, 
attorney and turnkey, at his villa at CaftleNab?" 

Pav. Bon ! Monlieur, you are de turnkey, and 
your Chatteau — h^re is Caftle Nab. 

jiiiii. Did your mafter fend you here to laugh 
at me ? 

Pav. No, Monfieur — Pardie, I wifh I vas fafe 
out of dis Caftle Nab. 

yllibi. You impudent baboon, who is your mafter ? 
And who are your — 

Pav. Monfieur, don*t be angry, he is de finifti'd 
gentilhommei oh ! Miifs Sophia, he is much in 
love with you— for you bt do.forfake de great Lady 
Ladiy Jane vid grand fortune. 

Sopb. Forfake Lady Jane! — It muft be Mr. 
Aircourt. (a^de) 

Pav. Monfieur — I vil run and deliver him your 
anfwer. ^Exit. 

Alibi. There's a polite fellow, fav*d me the trou* 
ble of even thinking of an anfwer ; — I'll fee this 
perfbn^ and if he is " de man of bon fortune,'* I'll 
get you oflf my hands, my pretty dear, indeed I 
will. 

Sopb. O yes, this is his valet that Lady Jane 
mentioned, this is her O'Dondvan arid my Aircourt, 
but my heart is fteel'd againft him (aJiJe)^-Sir, 1 
befeech you not to admit this gentleman. 

MH. I Mil. 

Soph. To tell you the truth. Sir, this is Air* 
court; butil'm quite indifferent about him; 

Jlibi. Eh, Robin return'd to the attack. 

- Pavot (without) 

, Pnv, Oui, Monfieur Alibi will be rejoice to fee you. 
Sir. ^ Mbi. 
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Alibi. Sure of that Mbnfieur ? 
Soph. Yes, he's confident — ^a diflemblcr— Eh ! 
why this is my Chelfea fop. (Jurpriz^d) 

Enter Larry Kavanagh. 

Larry. Mr. Alibi! — Ma'am, your moft— ha, 
charming by heaven ! 

Alibi. NoFs pidgpon ! Why, Sophia, look, 
here's more df your conceit — this Robin. 

Soph. Very myfterious ! 1 fear Lady Jane 

has been mifinformed, and led me into an error — 
A&ually diftinfk perfons ! Have I wronged Air- 
court, and furrendered to my prifon ? (weeps) 

Larry. I have taken the liberty to wait upon 
you, my old friend, in hopes that my addrefies to 
this young Lady may prove agreeable to her tender 
inclinations and your ^ge opinion, (bows) 

Alibi. Why, Sir, as to the tendernefs of that 
lady's inclinations, that's a matter with me of juft 
—about — three half pence — Jbows) 

Soph. And, Sir, the fagacity of that gentle- 
man's opinion, with me is juft — about — 2l penny 
farthing under that fum — [curtjies) 

Larry. As I have quite forgot the multiplication 
table, curfe me if I can ftrike a balance upon tK^ 
bufinefs— but. Sir, I love, and will marry thiSi 
lady, that's my fum totah 

Alibi. Hah ! — but I muft know the fum of your 
fcrtuiic, before? you lay a finger upon that Lady's 
fum total — But why, did you go aoout the bufli 
with your falfe letters ? — Why did n't you at firft 
come and afk my confent fair and openly ? 

Enter 
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' ' Enteric. 

jff^jr, {giving letter to Alibi) A man left that for 
you. Sir. T . /. f^ {EMt;t 

Alibi, {reads ^ while Larry entertains Sophia apari)i 
*? An unknown frietid warns y6u again ft a defig^t 

form*d by a junto of wits, to lorn you. into rf-] 
f x}iauk, bf ^ri42|tluring you for the print-ftiops ; 
*^ 'tis to be^tiitich^d witha fatyfical ballad: For, 
*? tbis^: pui'p^^ the Pf efident, (who is a noted ' 
*^ haim^^r^^ intrddiKt'd himfelf to you at Chd^ 
♦*:.^y*V^hekea1 tfie va^ fellow. '^/^flim|'j|' 
X^rrJ^^^n^rii) nf4 gSiitfnto finifh his^ 'outic {>i<?V 
a\t|i^e,i he'§' t6" obtain" art interview a& a niaa, 
** otf^rtune in love witfc Mifs Sophia.'' Gh^ oh^ 
wtkm ffht btifin^fe my ftieind. '^{ajtde} ^' Take' 
^' this h{nr >ftx)iift^^y^^ 

fof^Jedled i tomkhihgj ^ \^Hen^ fa w him fo tfiick, 
widb Ibha^^l-G^t Rlobifi^;' fo,^ fo, it 's^ allft coUu^on. 
{Jiifling reJmtmnV^ pv^fi^g the ' letter upy ' drojps^ 
ity^^^pS^ J4l^ry,^^nUi'%om bim.). 

yioA^ teote ; iiave you gW? a hfeenefs ? 

Larry. Eh! ; * ^^^ .• 

.ici*^i&ii lWr^*ftHfcija^^tii«i haven't I ? 
2uia^)^' ¥orf K*ve a very good jphii^ indeed,r 

MgpJ J ;..i,A*i jiiv^ ^4-;*.* ,, : "^ V ', ; ^ ••' i- "' ■ • 

Alibi* But when I've th^ pipe^; . 

x4|2^/5^^' Wteat has he got at now ? \#a'am, cans 

cftiitf/^iNi^,-^^ut I fmnk^ The tune 

6f *h«: balfcid,c:I?^lupp6fe will be ** BoWiM?6w/* or, 
flop, Dfertyirfo^wjlv'd a-«^obd tuneV - 

Larry. Sir, I don't know what you mean by 
^erty Down, 
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Alibi. Don*t you ? then Til fpeafc piainer.-— 
There's the flairs, and pray. Sir, do you walk 
down, down, Derry down. {Jinging) 

Soph, (having picked up the letter and perujedif) 
Ha, ha, ha ! Oh, this is the pleafaqtcft — ha, ha, 
ha! the very thing I was wifliing for; ha, ha, 
ha ! There, Sir, you fee him to advantage. Guar- 
dian, make a face for the gentleman. Ha, ha, ha ! 

harry. The laugh is againft fomebody, but for 
the foul of me, I can't tell who ! 

AlH^i.Mz^^m, do you ftep in— (puts Sophia 
into a room) 
And, Sir, do you ftep out. 

Larry. Sir, this is not behaviour to a gentle-* 
man. Tm a perfon of rank and confequence, 
and muft defire, Sir^ 

JHbi. Yes, Sir, and I muft defire you'll pack 
up your confequence, be your own porter, and 
carry it out of my houfe. 

Xflrry. Then, Sir, I muft difcover rayfelf 

Alibi. You are difcover'd. — Thanks to <^in 
the corner, [ajide) 

Larry I never inet with fuch a mad old fel- 
low I 

JM[etb. {without) Are you above, Maftcr Ali- 
bi? 

Larry. Oh, Lady Arable's butler here can tell 
you that I am a perfon of faftiion. Hear from 
him who you have affronted, and blufti for your 
behaviour. 

£;2/^r Metheglin. 

Meth. Ah, what are you here, Larry ? gad I 
forgot, {afide) - 

- Alibi. 
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Alibi Ha, ha, ha! So then Larry youVe a 
tnan of faihion. 

' Larry. {t9 Metheglin) Pray be fcrious, friend, 
this old gentleman won't believe that I am 

Meth. The deuc^, has he found out that yott 
are Larry ? 

Larry. Fellow, I'll fee if your lady authorizes 
your infolence to her guefts, and as for you, old 
Coke, I'll carry your ward, by all the powers, of 
love and ftratagem. [Exit^ 

Alibi. A goofe cjuill for your ftratagem. Did 
you ever fee fuch a pufF crack — who is he, Me- 
theglin. 

Meth. C^n't reveal that without my wife's 
leave. 

Alibi. Wife ! You haven't married Katty Ka- 
vanagh ? 

Metb. No, not yet. 

Alibi. Where is flie. 

Meth. So eager to have her little penny fettled 
upon her before our marriage, that fhc wou'd 
come with me; (he's in the next room. 

Katty. (Without) Mr. Metheglin. 

Alibi. The very voice of my dear wife ! {afide) 
And has (he really much money ? 

Meth. A power* 

Alibi. I feel all my conjugal tendemefs revive. 
{aftde) Metheglin, reach the ink*ftand off the dcfk 
yonderi 

Metb. I will, but be civil to my wife 5 (he's a 
jolly body — the pen and ink, Aye. [Exit. 

Alibi. Yes, it irflie; I gave her time to roUj 
and the prudent creature, in purfe and perfon^ 
has gathered like a fnow ball 

Jt 2 M'fttef 
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-* £nf€r Katty. 

Katty. Mr. Methcglin, is it your manner* CO 
Icarc a body ftanding in the entry. Oh Mr« 
Counfellor) do you know much of this huiband 
I'nnt going to marry, 

j^libL I know a hufband you did marry. Ah, 
tatty 1 

Katty. And is it ! Oh St. Patrick ! Are you 
alive, my Bryan, my own Honey* 
' ^// W, Kate, Katty ! Oh ray Catherine Pear. 
{^Embraces bsr.) 

Enter METHEOLiN. 

• Meth.' VitTth the pen and ink. {Jiop Jh$rt^ 
Is the world at an end ! 

Alibi. Mr. MethegUn, your wife turns out to 
be mv wife. 

Meth, I know with lawyers our money turns 
eut to be their money, but you 

Katty. Hufli ; Mr. Metheglin, you and I are 
now two, fo good day to you. Come, my dear. 

[Exeunt Alibi and Katty. 

Mctb. To quit my lady for this falfe woman, 
and ftie to run away from nfie for this big litde old 
villain, becaufc of his money, and in a moment 
^09 : fame myftery here — I'M go home, and 
throw myfelf at my lady's feet— I'll make her 
4iappy. Now for the drawing room$ but firft 
•for the wine cellar^ yes, aye. - * [^Exit* 
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ACT IV* 



SCENE I. 

Owtjide of the Toy. 

Enter Aircourt. 

Aircourt. 

xjlY, ay, you may put up the chaife } my capri-> 
cious, lovely, Sophy ! her running back is the 
ipoft vexatious — the ftratigeft — however, if my 
hum letter has done its duty, by this the 
lawyer has cjefted the beau, here he comes — Ha^ 
ha, ha I By his furious face it has fucceeded. 

Enter Larry Kavanagh. 

Ha O 'Donovan ! well ^ave you propofed for the 
lady — 

Larry. Aircourt, never knew any gentlemaa 
fp ufed as I have been by her guardian. 

^ir. Then my letter has taken, (q/ide) 

Larry. Never was fo treated 

jiir. Treated ! you went at hu dinner hoar ; 
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ay, your country people are never contented but 
when they are cramming their guefts, ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. Cram I he cramm'd me down ftairs. 

Air. Why I fuppofe you dined in the parlour. 

harry. Dine ! 

Air. By what I have heard of him I did not 
think he was fo hofpitable. Ha, ha, ha ! 

harry. He very hofpitably turned me out of 
doors. 

Air. What *' trundled you out without a hear-T 



mg 



?" 



harry. Gad as you fay, trundled me out with- 
out a hearing. But held up his phiz as he called 
it, and in the moft rude and ill-bred manner, 
fairly derry-doWn'd and bow-wow'd me out of 
his houfe. 

Air. Well done QAn the corner. Ha, ha, ha ! 
{afide) - ^ 

harry. Nay, but Aircourt don't laugh — fo un* 
friendly. 

: Air. Why faith I've little caufe for pleafantry* 
How fiiall I recover my Sophy, {aftde) 

harry. And yet, ha, ha, ha ! in my vexation 
I can't help laughing — for bruQiing thro' Alibi's 
hall in my fury, who ftiould 1 fee fitting very 
ftately in the parlour, but my Irifh ntirfe. So 
prompted by curiofity and another peep at So- 

Phy.; 

Air. Sophy ! well ! ^ * 

'-harry, I pop'd into the adjoining room, and 
overheard. — ^Why the gentlewoman is Alibi's 
trife — and old Pettifog is in fuch a dread of a 
moft tremendous Irifti admirer who paid his ad- 
dreffes oh the fuppofition of her being a rich wi- 
dow— 

♦ Air: Ay-^well ? " ' - 

• •'* harry. 
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Larry, Alibi fears he'U certainly follow her 
over from Ireland, and piftol him. 

Air. Eh, this promifes fomething. {aftde) 

Larry Ha, ha, ha ! 

Air. Plha, dem your grinning, let's hear ?— 

Larry. Why Sir, this hero that they're fo much 
afraid of, it feems is really a devil of a 'wicked 
fellow, has been in the German fervice, and ia 
fome of the moft dangerous actions on the Turk- 
ifli frontiers. 

Air. Alibi in dread of this formidable Hiber- 
nian Heftor — This may prove a coup de main. 
{afide) 

Larry. But Aircourt about your miftrefs— 
What have you done with your fool of a rival ? 

Air. As great a blockhead as ever ; he has been 
juft now communicating a circumftance to me, 
that I hope will put it in my power to jockey 
him once for all. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. A blockhead, indeed, to make you of 
all men bis confidante. Jockey him? 

Air. I will. 

Larry. Yes, but you promifed to affift me in 
getting Sophia out. 

Air. If I don't get her out may I ■' Well, 
good bye, when next we meet you (hall hear fome- 
tbingof your girl that will aftonifli you. 

Larry. Thankye, I rauft now meec my father. 
Adieu ! 

Air. ril about it my boy — ^The plan is here— 
Ha, ha, ha! 

l^Exeunt/everally. 
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t^dy Arable's //d/{/&i 
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tl % Aglajs door^ a writing iabkfeeh thro' itr^.* 



inter Lady Arable. 






■^ .- " • • ■ . . . - 

•-•-. tf ■■•.-■' . ■ .- . . . i i. .. ■.-•', '■ ^ .' f'.j .. 

• J ' ~ ' - > 

^ ' ]^^^' J^. 1 %ltilh even to confefs to myfc^fV thiftj 
this youth introduced by Sir CarroF Ihonl^ ''tir* 
fiantaneoufly fupplant him in my afFcdions, and 
for me fo fudd^enly to break off with Sir Carrol i 
but tKis.fti'anger is. fuch a charming youiig man, 

"y^t without family, cohnedtons — what does^3>« 
want but nche§ which I can fupply from our flifc 
jparity of condition in life, all brertufes iriufk 
co!|ic from rhej yet I may difguft hiri^ by^ioVer-, 
flepping the bounds decdrtinV has* prefcnbett to 
Afiy fcx;. 'Heav^ws ! yes, be is coining lierc*^ to 
write, be can't mifs tbofc Hnes they \^iH be fhi 
moiV delicate conveyance of my fentiments. - 

l^Lays a pdfer on a hbk md txiK 

- ' jEw/<rr O'DoNOVAW; ^ . i^: 

O'Don. I think I left the maps on this defk. 

[^Ejcit in at the glafs door. 

' Enter Mxr hbg l in ^ %mtb %vini. ! 



■' t . *. 



Mi«ia&. Pjsrfiaious Katty J but let her go tOi.the 
-*i^^-i^Iindeed the black gentlemanvhaR got l>er^ oh 
^fW-i^ fills and drinks) Sweet revenge, l?tt^ ifb 
^«5^kn iDfoaJil quaff .aqna;,T/ortisr— how to ^ftc|) 

-above this affront — yes^its bevond a doubt that 

my 
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i|^ bdy kas eoocehred to^dcr noticms far m^ 
Imt love for this al(e widow, totally put me 
Iron pulhing my fortune— I obferv'd to^ay my 
Lady looked very cool on Sir Carrol ; ber mind 
mnft ran on fomebody elfe, and u^ho bu t 
Yes, I'll return your fmiles with ogles, your leeft 
With kiffes, your nnoney with myfelf, fuppofe to 
turn Lady Jane moreagainft Katty's iham fquire, 
mafter Larry, what if 1 fiart this young beagle 
at ber ? Fib told me ihe liked him— Yonder be 
is— »Hip ! boy ! my lad ! 

Re-enter O'DoNbvAK. 

I've a fecret for you, take a drop out of the bot« 
torn of that glafs ? 

O'Don. I thank you, but I'm in a hurry now« 

Miib. A falfe woman's worfe than an emptv 
glafs, — ^ Adieu to the cellar delights," {fings) 
As I've made up my mind to mairy Lady Arable, 
I muft hire a Butler of my own. 

O'Don. You marry Lady Arable ; and what's 
to become of Sir Carrol ? 

Mesh. I^ho ! Her thoughts on him were vex-* 
^ion, from my attachment to a deceitful fy^ 
ren. 

Enier Fib. 

Fih. Mr. Metheglin, run to my lady 1 

Metb. There you fee. 

Fib. She wants you in her dreffing room. 

Metb. No, Fib, my lady wants me in her un- 

dreffing^ room. This room is my fan£lum«- 

lanftorum ; fo fince jrou have put your foot 
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W. Mt take k glaft, if its only t6 drin*-^«¥ 

yfetirtg hdy's h(ial3i; . v -^ 

^'Meih. Cdnrtpltmcnf t» ybii, th iy^oH.) ^ "^* 

^ iiyi)i^. Mfe i liow^ t)rSjr r '^ 

K^ Yes, Imafrfty that L^dy Jand fcts *«► 
avierfion to one in my iVe^ti^Sir, ybtir hcMlli. ^ 
f^ • {drinks UO^cn. 

tyi^. I^ray fe not the m^teh edndWid btf* 

tWe^n Lady Jf^ne, and Mr. €y*Bono*«i? • - ^ 
*^ i^*. Yes, if s at an c^, if tfcat's a eonclufitiisi ^ 
iio^ laflureyotl thy I^dy*s a fcigh-ftyefr^ i^ 
be btought dotvn by a hoUttJay fjpon&a^iH ttet 
(ttietts IhTs gott it evary littfe bird that hl^j^l^^ 
fore him. • : 

Jife/A. He, he, he! Ltttte bi^d hdp before 
him !— PJb's a nnighty pretty fpcAen yoaiflg ¥W^ 
toa<i. .' ' . '/ "•' *'''--^ '■ '-''--^pi: 

Pii. AK,! Wife all the gfdit, folks wftll g#M| 
fortiines, wdoild marry ns tittle folks with fto 
fbrttine, and then the world would be biikter^di- 
vMtd. {Bell VfHh0ut) I miift run; fpiy tt^^up 
youf bottle itid come to my lady. ' f Bl»X 

Meth. What ! do yOia take me for i P^tl^^ 
Ihopkeeper, wouldn't cork a bottle for all^^ ^Afb 
ladies — in ^ ^ 

O'Don, But I moftpreparft the papers lorher 
hdyfhips infpcifHon. ^ -^ 

M^/i?. What paper's thn} {tdKes^ef^r 
Lady Arable left.) My Lady^s hand^ I th^ghl tt 
was ihe went out as I came in»*-^a bill df far^ for 
the Hbufekeepcr, I fupp6fc--«-let's fee whlaEi^ for 
jfupter to-night— (r^^^j) •* You haw meiitrl 
have fortune to reward it j for ycHir Ake I ala 
>eady to recede fiom an engagement wit^^rny 

-^ equal 
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#l»P»fT! I^9r t!»i^ JU fi Ijill ot^rc; for tb^ % 
—never To openly declared kfpt* Jpyc f^f joj^e 

lUfied Ae flattering Mjpa:^wli^.|i pmty Wtpjpd 
^ i|i9 1:|^^ t^Jke me |;ng)ji(i)U . ^ , 

/a:jft«#<j 1 1 Wift JPake yott happy, my ciiar 





I'd be a ifl(^A*e«r*^^4^<^^ ^0 wu^e /' U 
f«m»»fo- ^OOpL. 11^ year* •« y^J^avf^^merif 

iWlc^ftilCi I'U teaiph y9U to taftcjf j^y:^j 
gbo^c in thf^t manner^ 




3iv}|iy!?<^i This 4psJi>If miuTjagi? rq|) Wrgmw]! 
^yje |fiix<!^ai;ro} great uneallnefsi tho^ I cou*(jin t 
rejoice at Lady Jane*s union with Mr, O'iDonoyani 
:^%l |pf9^ fipnfiWy feel at every cauf(| of diftrefs to 
vjiis; j«wt^j fathciT^fr-bwt ypu have'ppt told 'me 

- : j||i#. P^t yow bcft foot foremoft,^ my boy, 

1^4? Jane has caft an eye upon you, ahd Lady 

;[^iS^kMf caft two eyes upon me ( it's not birth^ 

J^aiiiy i^ the mark, npt for the root, but the fruit 

of the tree, their mouths water/ 

TV Q'jPtfi/. Hold I if this is yoar iecret— I diull 

ihlift youH not even think, with levity, on Lady 

1 Jf^i^ > tM*you may be well with l^yArablej 

jhfft aouable daughter CQuld never lofe a thought 

i^ fo lo^y a being as myfeiC 

ij^ ,^/^^/WeH, don't go to hw with me jabout k 

}if7*| lelj you that Fib told me that Lady jane fwore 

jithis^; morning, you were the prettieft man in the 

j^9v^i^r e^fCft ta((:*-^Vli bring you together; you 

kc^i K 2 ihail 
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Ihall have the mother's confcnt too ; Til marry thij 
*Dowag^ron fio other terms. ?Ybu (hall be mjr 
ion-in-law, or her Ladyfhip never fteps into 
fchiiitshhvith JackMethfeglin. - 

r :0'X)a». I rcqtieft ybu'I! fty noiHing •about m^ 
you'll only do mifchief; but I muft adjuft tirt^pa*- 
|>e;r5^ herLadyihip gave me to lookoWr. f JZW//. 
sv.Aft*^.; ISoui ihall unhotie fquire Larry for, all 
'this. Now to make my. lady happy, {Mas in a 
fkffs) do 1 look— 'but fte always thinks -me 
^mely^^^attd that glafs of red tnantk^ ia mf 
cheek, and fparkles in my eye-^-fmile, younnon- 
)feyj ' (grimaces) the x)thtT corner, the other eye ; 
oh bravo, Metheglin ! Now have at her tmhk 
joountenance-i foon ihail I be Lord of all her hc^fes 
jiut^houfes^ confols, hogfheads, joincul-es, millt^ 
meadows, place^ and puncheons. [^JExfyu 
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jlnotber Apartrntnt in Lady Arable^. . 



Enter Lady Arable. 



'i 



tady A^ Now is this ftep of rnjnc fo very co^i- 
fiftent? marry a handfqm^ young fellow without 
money j Lpleafe myfelf, yet I dread an eclaircife- 
taent with Sir Carrol. The lines are gfM^^i I 
long to know what effed they have had oiihimi 
cruel,, partial decorum ! while man freely courts 
the fair one he admires, woman, like a poo^ 
ghoft, muft hover round the hidden treafure, 
cppd^n'd never to fpeak till fpokcri to. Hc*i 
liere. 

Enter 
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Oh, Mr.. Prayi ha^c^od^^WsMcrtrel^l 

Ibd myfeVnK>reawed by his prcfeixeFthwheJcaii 
^irfBbly beiwith mine. (^2/^) : > ir rov 

v&pon. Madam, agreeable to yittir ordet^3(| 
Have bolr'dbver the furveys of the lands yraMave 
^OTchaftd 0pSir Carrol. * rr> 

'^ Lady A. You arc very good-^bofe inftrumenQi 
^^W^re dfa'^n up in Irdland, but toleraUy accurate^ 
l-fkncy/ --'"- '^ . ■ ' --'^ ■ ■ :--^.> 

i ^<?*i>d*i* They correipdiKi "with the rertt-io^ 
Madam. *> 

£1^ ^. Well, myyoungifufvseyor, toteliyoa 
i feerer^ I made the purchafe only on com(m(liom 
for a certain Lady, whoy if your heart is difen^ 
gaged, wilhes to cherifh fome idea in your fiivour* 

O'Don.^ ConfufiottI -ihen MethegUn, I find, 
has been talking here of .Lady Jane! {afide) 
The Lady's goodn^fs does me too much honor. 
Madam. 

Lady Af No, Tm certain you are a^ very de- 
ferving pcrfon. 

0*Don. Sir Carrol too, will fuppofe that I have 
dared to afpire to her— and what muft he think bf 

,\^X^a^ A. By his agitation, he takes the meaa- 
ing CH my n^^^ ' 

^ O^pon. Madam, whatever you may have heir^, 
pc aflured I never had the prefumptidn to 
\yLady ^. He underftands me — but as my namd 
wasn^t tb it. Til fet him beyond a doubt {^tdcr) 
t(ip' the Lady flatters hcrfclf that her offer is agrec- 
4>ie>t6 yqur wilhes,— ^ 



ijjl .nil .^FfIMir>lXiy;^a'i Av, 



juftice to bdky©i*A-i^ o ., r, n r , . V^:; 

hifci^^il Yet, td ipare her the lodeMcftc? cfAan 
mbibtyte cl^araik)n^,'t!hat isy 8a-».tho' sfiprdieEifi 
ftii^ >6u r^ay iiudk flielias^ akead]r hoed faihiB^ 
in advances, yet (he defired me to pi^&irt)yoti 

I &JDM. r Ahv Madaxti I Wkh all tlnifii dbdriofi 
my heart while I confefs it fenfibly awal^l^jMatr 
fmfy6^^f i^eii^ iiiiibiwr'd a thoi^ht, afpiring \x> 
the lovely^, ortginah ( A^db 4t^ i/) £h ! ^Whj^ M^ 
dam^ this U yo«r pi^kwct .. :. 

iifd/y ^, Pray let the artift's vcrmiHon fjwkf crmiy 

O^D«l. What a miftake! i io 



i..^v,^ ,^ 



l^ c- , ^^ ^ iV. 



JEfffier METHEOtiN. 

I ^rfin fb <«^if»0wer'd by the effeft pf your Lady? 
Jhip^i etmddbefi^liii that^-^pefmit mc, Mad^m^ 

^ :i ilii^ 4» in (bch a teader moment*^ what ' an 
impertinent intrufion ! ■ ;, -^ if 

, JWiff*; Yo^ made an bmftruntti intn^on 
hcft4^ ^^i)ai/kjil after O'Dom^an) : o :;q 

n jE^ij)^ ^» What do you want ? > 

Af<?/i6. What do I want! HcreTs mock mo^ 
tkfty } Aftianfied to think of the tender epiftle Jhre 
^Icft for me. 
- \J^aify jf . I can-'t fpeak to you now* 

Meth. Howftrongistheconflift between hc^r loyiB 
^^4 j^bateufyj fcir my thoughts of Katty. {/2^^r)JVIy 
Lady, Tm all contrition for paft co4diwef&— raad aip 
^ '.^ ! ^ . witting 
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afit^ctions on a perfon far beiieatli^Mi;^^ r ntfiur 

Metb. Pardon, mc, M»dtmi , ngt fo' vet]^ illte* 

ii zi^j' *it Fopiunefs biit jfigHi in-the^fcrfc;. mhe^ 

eeQ4itap4>idanc!d bytuwfcendcnt otprtt.v . ? h 

Af^/i». Tranfcendenc m^ki Hm^wtm I fkt ^Mls 

I^^y yf. What do you fuppofc people will tiiiijik 
of my choice?' -- -v ^ ^ v : ^ \ > 

Ar^/>5^, My Ladyj I admire your, choice, (^looks 
in the gla/s) > 

Lady A. Mctheglin, I have a high opinion of 
y0iir 1 fidelity ; I wotf d have €a?ceaied*-rteu?, 
hrciglHorf' fincc dilcoyer'dj I Qwan>y Av^akaefs* i *: 
^'Metb. Weaknefs ! No, my Lady, ic is aitaoroiif 
fufceptibility, caught by pan* and graces, \h. 
n^'. iJifyhA, I :w©u'5n 'C :haveLtbi$ affair get miich 
abroad yet awhile. - T-n: 

CLiMiSb^ Httiflj. ! .tpot: a -word ; but tfeft mUfrii^, 
onceover, 'twill be only e ftine day's wyiader^v J 

Lady A. Why, fi> I think ; Sii: Carrel, indded, 
^11 bav«r mof^ rcifon to be offeiidedi 
^^^iMeth^: I don't care a broken. cr\iet f0r Sir 
Carrol. 7/?- ^';-- .' 

Lady ' A. You ! l&Mt I . muft not Jofe fight o£ f ro- 



'Mitb. You ncVer dp, my tody— I «hkk. yi^5l 
^f<M)cr, and that's fu^ciCDtr . .....: ... I ,v: -._ 

k^ i^^dy A. You ! you wretch ! [^Exit 

hUth, 



JfelfiH (FdBH^ ! Wretch idthaik wo? Mtii dliJh N rt 
Irkffinr^: Jbfst as iiUbody'&by'C^^ (her might *ite^ 

9plpe6^ 4^11l kfiaotly put?€m my weddifTgrcl^atAty 
^91k& fmag^d gloicssy aad b6vjwjg^.ni]rimd iaiawieir 
Bri^adien feii !- you wcetchr^Oh^ hobiirlaft'cfff^^ 
dMBifif^Kl^tfg i iiaU haarjs octriu&DiitQiliify oiitMH 
Htytiev Hotrmn^ isa^bufas ikitchpsibofltiaffttifwfo 
89 my^ tfeqi;!»fa<-Htiiicfa airil, a£ierdt,lier (c|Wainf& 
advances ! Jftmn im mal^ ;Sir Carnoi-^bia^ vV^xU,. 
He, bci hc.l Biiti€gad^: J uraft imkeitup witl^ 
hrni tho^^ iiccaufie;ikeUli)e a deocnt fort of vifitiiig^ 
acquiiintstice «far urs-^^^dfo f tr Ue-^To ^ difeov45r> 
Katqr V «dbail^ lof iiis^ tfon, ^ a^, that nails Sir- 
Carrol Vgc^ Willi as fiu«-^ Yes, that docs ii-At^^ijr 
fyll vengsacrccy tod, tipon Kate and AHti. Y^/ 
yes— Eh ! I'll tcU all~Oh— aye— hem ! aye. 
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• ' > Enter h/.BY ]akz. » 

J^^f>^ 7* t^«)or Sophia ! her fecond ikppriibn- 
rfeent, all from my error : but if her whimfical 
lover, Aircourr, fuccecds in his Irilh Captain's; 
fcheme, I muft, as I proipifed, deliver her the^ 
jle&eii he gave me for hef, or (he may be as much 
territied at his appearance as Alibi -, but my mind 

is 



OR, THE £»X>emiB DAY. Ml 

bt«riBriIirti0rm)jDi€drfiby thti'^^ifcoyer^) £i>^Vaa 
mmki . 7 ^'1 can^ihelp lAinktAg^l'in moitrsfcoDliAnitJ 
iftimgr "^tidlicjr tor ihisr ^ yoong man;' tr thaa^^ ihq^ 
Hflftf. Lady ^mother; rr Hdw 1 1^ Ims^ iiftdkiiti'^ iql^t 
i^^f^crj iimacctftrpuble: camd ,alrfuni;/>filst OMUti* 
r^*Sfi^(ht sd jifB-Hmdopr air :uhibii wi9lif^£(prrf[ 
dauabo QMl^ct)! fiokaM^ d^ 4hii iray'^^r^MAeit 
Otaiti^macdi^ /mchl^one^ yixung: enoisgb tv h e rfcfgt 
^inr6l)0i {na|Uiil> iuBT v^n^ ol^-4i^ecirbpi|!Drittoi 
jQkftre bloffi^ <i£lov!e,: and mvow w: mi At, ' fiiacdiite: 
j|:$lx9onime> #itii irrnfibn^brys^klBail thaC (b<iQ«|} 
^|)Qeii;fier' wmtc^jmAaa-ktiimiali^vanht^^^^^ 
li^skn^ stake KioH^il^U ctpd him^^m mpduiufi^m)^ 
hie foiil, like fais iomuoe, is flrdidaod niera^faiiyf 
'T pJbn' t thia^ he i ?TJs 4- . and ^ *jflj^ %beatmg^ ihtnit) 

l^ir me ! haJ^c Uaffawmfd ^* the GodofsrfiyI 

• 1 1 •• > ■ - 

mi^MH.ry»x>^ t^^ - >-,. ;: ••"^ -"-i,;- t /> .■■--■ ^ 

Enter O'Donovan, (;witb a fmaJl hmdU). 

O^Don. ril firft apply to this old lawyer, he 
may afford mc at kaft a. tcjnapprary employment; 
if not, 1 mull for Lbrtdon : thrown upon the workJ, 
confcious honour be my pilot. 

dtioa^y/ His /ace docs adt >iirear , the joy;^ofra 

bridegroom. :; 

O'Don. Let me take one farewcl of that help v'd 
tnanfion— Adieu, deir t:aftfct,thlic contains the 
jewel of my foul! Heavens! She's here! 
^rl^iX'^ 5A.r€:yDu going *f^ ^fce^ >ralk, ,%t 

tt^.o^ght.take,Eig:iip)W jh«.;ro«^ I -yuvl-A 



t^r's Cpnninons-~bu t, ft^g^^ I-n-fur^i , Sir, , yon 
ma^ht}kave«ok3»^aod<dLs^y A^a|^ or rather 
jowr QWft ooach to-atte^ you^ ,; 

OfDon. Alast, WUdaniti I toa Cenliblf feS tbft 
poignancy of yow (^adyjQbip'a reo^ark^i biif; 
%sm'A you f«Jny h€?Tt, yoar gratle Btture moft 
Gonfider me mare tie obje^of cooipaiTioa thpS^ 
rklicuifl-H-Yoo may think 13^ a fort , of boaftar> 
i|rti3ea 1 Qonfefsi^ that ia propgrtioo as fortune dc>- 
prefles me> a ftubborn pride devates Ofie to my^^ 
felf, and while y:OU view me here a forlprit 
wandero-i yoD> madam, are i be only bang qa 
eaitib to whom 1 woii'd fuc for pit^r. 

Lady J. Indeed Sir ? — but hoW ! pity a majiv 
going to be mmried to a rich welUjoiatur'd >wi« 
dow ? 

0*Don. And deftroy the hopes and happinjsfs 
of my alJ- worthy henefacftor ! Never i werctbf^c 
1)6 orlier motive. ( fighj) Yo\j fee my pag^-r^ 
( Jbewmff ibd bundle) 1 his I prefer lo an Agi- 
baffador's retinue. 

Lady J. Be quiet, my beatiDg heart! |iovr 
•have 1 wrong'd him! {ajidr) Sir, then yo« rf-i 
jt^ my moi;her's matrimonidl overtwres^ m^ie- 
fy becaofe you wou'd not obftruft Sir CarrpV& 
happineis— T-That Sir, is yourj)nly mibtive-— 
Isn't it? : { 

O'Don, Not alcogcther, Madam — But pcFOjit 
me, as thisniay be my only opportunity^ to wifl> 
your Ladyfliip every felicity that can attend your 
union with Sir Carrol's fon* 

Lrfdy j: FeHcity in an union with him !— 
Never 1 was" there ho other motive? {fighs") 

^ "Poverty 



OR, THSTLK OF THE DAY. 

^ PbHrctty-ftobld be my |*jigr, in prtfcrhnxxto 

"^&f)on. Patrdon rni^^ MackBi-^I<--i^uniieiiii9^ 
that he— as to other motive *ihwii---^f theiie 
fiiotild exifil ftny-**-^Bur, no ; my vtnJty^ifllaIl't 
^Mwme iftto another 4eliifioii. (^/Wr) Pieaie, 
ii^2JSimj to accept as the rtfretentaciii'e ol Ladfr 
Arable, my moft grateful thanks for the kind 
and hofpitable reception, viirb wWch, from Sir 
Carrol's friendly imrodu^on, fbe was pleas'd ca 
hbilornte. (h'tvs) 

Lady J. Then, Sir, as her reprcfeotative, I 
rtuft hope, we are not fo (bon to be^depriv'd of 
your company — — YoiiVe not really going ?—* 
Afed whither if I may afk. 

O^Don. Madam, when you know who I am, 
indignation will take place of this generous coeu 
cern for a friendlefs outcaft— by concealing the 
meannefs of my origin, I have impofed upon the 
cnfulpeAing credulity ot Sir Carrol, and pre- 
fumptuoufly obtruded my company, where hu- 
mility ihould have taught me to wait. 

Lady J. You have education and accompliih- 
ments, and for your family. Lady Arable muft 
certainly have known that, before (he determined 
to- — 

O'Don. My education was a gift from the open 
hand of benevolence ; and as for my parent — I 
fcorn to claim a fubfiftence, where without a 
bluft)^ I cannot alk a bhffing — Heav'n protect 
you, deareft Lady — My hearcis full !• 

Lady J. Nay, but, Sir 1 

O'Don. Adieu, niofl: honored Lady ! — I wifli 
—I cou'd — foiget that theie was Oh, for- 
tune U ■ ■' [Exit. 

X. 2 Lady 
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Lady J. Difintcrcftcd fcnfibic— -generous 

Jouth I Dare I think he loves me ?— -If he does, 
e dare not think fo himfelf— It's his extreme 
fenfe of the gratitude he owes Sir Carrol, that 
deprives us of hint. Whi^h wiy is he gone ? I 
pofitively mud not>' ■ t hat is* ■■-■no, my mo^ 
"Aer muft not lofe him. \BMtf 
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A Hall with fever al Doors in Alibi's Houfe. 

AiiBi w/Vi& FTw^, Katty and Sophia wUh tea 

difcQver^d at a Table. 

Sophia. 

JtIa, ha, ha ! 

Katty, Faith, you fay right the* a joke Mifs 
Sophy — ^You fliou'd now think yourfelf very 
happy, my gay little old man i in your warm 
manfion here. 

Soph. And fince now you tafle the fweets of 
jnarriage and focial comfort ; why deny it to me 
my dear guardian ? 

Alibi. Since youVe fo marriage-mad, my dear 
Ward, don't I confent to give you young Mr. 
0*Donovan ? 

Soph. Yes, but I hate him. 

Alibi, {apart) Our fon, Katty — prattle him in- 
to her favor, 

Katty. Now, indeed, Mifs, he*s a pretty boy. 

Alibi. 






SS THE TOY; 

Jlibu And pays you fuch a compliment ; for 
you he forfakes Lady Jane Arable, a woman of 
high top quality. 

' Soph. He forfake }— She defpifes hini> if poC- 
fible; mbrethanldo. 

Katty, Indeed, and you're both very nice, 
ftith !— And Mifs, if you was as handfome as an 
aUybafter; and as rich as a Jew,-^I'd think your 

face and pocket well beftow'd on my boy 

I mean young Squire O'Donovan. 
'Soph. Let me peep at this letter Lady Jane 
flip'd me. ( fervjes it) 

Alibi. O dear, here had I fetir'd after all my" 
turmoils, to enjoy, as I thought, the fnugchim* 
ncy^cotner of life ; yct^ Idon't knov^r how^ all 
of a fudden, I'm wound up in cares, like a lilk-. 
%«rorm in his woof, all of my own fpinning too, 
a young wild ward, that Pm weary of managing, 
a fon all fnuffand feather that I dare not own ; 
and from our long. Reparation, my wife being 
thought a widow, has raifed me up two invete- 
rate enemies — here that fcoundi'el Methegtin— - 
and as Idefigft venturing to Ireland to pick up 
that eftate Lady Arable purchafed, there I havt 
ready before me that terrible Irifti Captain. 
Katty, my love, what was that Hector's name-— 
the Captain, that Metheglin told me lov^ you 
fo much ? 

Katty. Oh 'twas Captain Killmainham O'Squro* 
inough ; and he did love me dearly. 1 am 
fure if he came over here, he wou'd flaoot m^ 
in Vour arms. • 

■Ahbi., I thank you rhy dear, but I wou'd as 
lief he w6u'd flioot you any where elfe. — But is 
he fuch a terrible Coflack ? 
"K:itty. Noi Ke would xiotkill any body uftlefs 

he 
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he had ta^Vn Ki« bottle j—then > jbw? di(3'nt care 
what rpifchicf he did* Why iji the Caftie of 
Dublin he'd pick a quarrel with the Ix>i:d Lieute* 
nant hiniftJlfi that hewou'dr— and why not? a 
great man he was himfelf in gpnnery, and fc;n* 
magifig againft the Turks. 

jUihi. Why there's a fcrimagc in- his very 
Df^aie, the found is more terrible than an Indian' 
Mfaihoop- ' . ^ ' 

(^AloudnoifewitbcutJ) ; * 

Mr. {without qffuming the Irijb brogue) Tell her 
it's her friend, Captain Kilmainham O'Squrq- 
pataqgh) jull arrived from Dublin. 
jm. What! ^ . 

S<^fib. 'Tis he, my dear Aircourt keeps his prp-* 
aiife. {^Jide) 

Jiaity, Yes, I vow to Heaven, I believe it i^ 
Vh^. -Captain, and feems to'have been at the bottle, 
•j-rrr-Here will be fine cutting and ibooting ! 
X ;^i<^/^ Cutting and fhooting ! * 

; J Kafty. Oi dear buftand ! to come all the way* 
from Irdand after me, what good nature! 

Aiibii Confound his good*nature. 
s rK^Hy. You'd better not fpeak fo loud. 
^n'idliki' I will fpeak loud— Confound your 
good^n^ture. (i» a low tone) 
,, Soph. A Captain !— Ha, ha, ha! I'm glad we 
havc'nt finilh'd our tea : — he'll take a difti with 

: jitibi. Tea! Give him the devil. 
;iiC^i^/r)?>. Honey, don't let him hear you. . 

Alibi, rie (hall hear me — Gi»re voq^ the devil. 
^in a tremulous vcice) {gUifs broke without) Zpunds ! 
if hehaii'nt broke the lamp in the hall ! 

Soph. Lud ! hemuft be a tearing fellow^ * 

Alibi 



88 ttlS tOV» 

^•«.„ T;c|pag--^W|*Q'» there ? (filth jJicf 
trembliffgl .^ ,.,.,...;,. , , . .,'.,•,.,,.,. • • 

, . T Iffxeuni KdUjf fnd Sophia, i^fy* 

Air^ Sir, as I am a gentlemao, I tbipkit XW^ 
nefs to forc<j,ui(^Q V^ W)?i>'3 bowfiif ^ /. v l^^* 

-<f/%V JRcally Si)t^ 1 Vm fqnicwhat of jroijyr way 
of tHmkm^J V V . \ , \ .';.. .7? 

Air. I fi^d you are, Sir,^ a$ we both.^hi^k of 
h^^ing the fame wonaaaV, and. Sir, \^itH «jb- 
tiiiliibh, t fhink that's daainM. impudeat io. one 
or us. 

^ Alibu With fubmifliph. I think fo too, 5lr-rr; 
but ptay, Bir, to whom am I indebted for tlyi 
honor? " . , 

Air. T(^ that amiable inconftant, .the widow 

; /jP/. t^y 'T»3 the very defperado IHSir. 
^ne might imagine ydu defigned to alTrqnl me,^)? 

>^iy. 1 came orf pUfpoft. '' . ;i 

yf/r^i. Vaftly civil. .(^^) 

/f/r. Look you. Sir ; 1 have had the honor t<> 
feryc^at hon>e and abroad — Ockzakow ajnc(,^al- 
brij^gin^— The Danube and the LiflFy— Volunteeir 
reviews and Belgrade lieges— all one to Ki^ain- 
iam d'SqiiromoOgh— and I have learnt in If,^^^ 
land and Germany, by Tactic, Theoretic a63[ 
Praifiic, that there are tvvo ways of doing thioM 
— thcfirft is— (///O Sir your health, lMnl(s) 
That's one way— jhe fegond, is-— (t^/j) Sir, y^^ 
health, {drinks) Tlhat*s another way. ; ^' / . 

Alibu Now, Sir, with deference 16 yoiir t<)Cr^ 
tics, thpfe two ways fceni to mebpt bijel 



Air 
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^n'^llf^hl ^Si^ltw6 ancToffc ithke three, 

(fills and drinks) and that bpng the firft: i^ay. ' 

^^i\ Pardon me, Sir^ that was the third* 

jyrrhttt MdOtk, zM t Wne here to be 

we|i withvou^ (fills) 

' Ji?/PiV ^The'' moft "^bjHjarous iiim I cvcy 

Air. You (tt^^ ti6ve <ny fc>tile, /' * 
Mmr^, Sivylitc fo\Mtc my bQttI$,^^ 
What a daring braggadocia ! (qfide) 

ifer. Hb^ii' caji you W i 

contfablei. tP^y ^ ' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^^ .^^ 

^/r. Now our If ^ ^Wet cltfie^ 4owo |ik6 
new milk— tnakef si mW' Iprigl^tly and goW? 
UaturU-^but youir gun-pdvvder- port lets ipy ^^ilrik 
a-fire-^ (^r/i^xJr/j /&^j?i/) and, makers Qif: as hoi 
and as wicked-— ^it has jijft jinm^d rQcfbrbu-* 
finefs ; fo, hes^^kee frie^^^^ to the itfair that 

brought ^^^i^^bre ypur citade^-*--^^ I doat*^oil 
Mrs. ItaVltfagh, tlbe mau Ithat ipves, her is ^ 
fcoundrelt r. 

Aliifi. Si^, we ftill^ee in opinion j l|Ut, J^hij 
widow ^apjpehs; to be my wife, , v ;* 

i</>. What !— thei^ you V? married her, O you 
TOoft owtragequs-— i .t: 

/i//^/. Yes^ nay good Sir^^ bi|t it was long , t)e- 
ijpre you ever law h^, ^ ;) ^ i 

yfrn Then ypq didn't gtyc me fair zhd^jxQt-^ 
eledion, or ireje^6n~but i; ^an*t ])e, J^^ 
never ^reipEngl^ipfJ, . : ^ //^ . v 

^/W* Kobut I w;i($ in Ireland. a \^ . ^ 

^/n Sir--r^I]\a^4onp-rr-i;?fl5,^P^^ 
favors: (iowr) ,: , ! , ;;. . .^^ 

/^//^f. But »r, now you're ceol— ^WitK all cV 
vitity, (Mc?/) if I ihould thruft iQyfelf into your 
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houfe — treik^ywr Jjinjiworns iird gjfafle^ and 
make al' this uproar— what wou'd you fay ? 

Jir. Say ! faijth Sir, Id fay nothing at ajl, at 
all, but I'd Uke a crpw have the honor to takq 
you up to the garret window and^i^cently 4iop 
you down upon the flags, and cra^ck you like a 
cockle— Oh 1 I'd knock yopr head again>jft the 
walls oiF Befldqr^ ? • pharlcs thf Xllth did the Ja- 
piffaries— -Pd kiqk you, (jhr4)ws down tie table 
and breaks the china) juft £b. (S^ppia runs aft. 
Jhri€king)^-^Y d turn you out of my hqufe^ juf^ 
fo — Get along ypu little rafcal ! ^puts. S^hia 
out) I would demolifh all your aiders-— 

r • 

£»/^r Methecun. 

* • 

{^Aircourt huftles him) and abettors— -^I'd flay you-^- 

Enter LARFtY. 

7 

\Air court Jhoves him) and ^very fconpdiel, who'd 
take a lady from Captain Killinainham G'Squro- 
mough. lEocit. 

Larrj^. Bravo!— Ob, ye§, it^si Aircourt— he 
lias got her out for nie— -Ha, ha, ha ! 

AlibL Cojne .for K^tty, and its Sophia he ha§ 
put out !— Here's a mad-— drunkepi---HpIIoa !-- 
Stop! Sophy! (^^//j) 

Z^rry., A word if you pleafe? 

Alihi* My fon ! but I muftn't owp hiip. (aji^e) 
You ftupid fellow! Do you know what you are 
doing? 

Larry. My gc>©ci friend, be codl-j-I come once 
more to beg your permiflion to addrefs Mifs 
Sophy ; but as 1 now find flie'ir foon be rhine 
without it, I ftii^ll f^are giving ^ou fhat trou-, 

4im, 
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Aliif: Why, zoundsf ! I was keeping her for 
yotL. ' "' 

Larr . fdt lild !-^Nd, ho, liiy dtzty Sin— 4 
fiU, hi ha:! ^ 

'-Mi^. Provokfitg ! If I tell thefellow hd'smy 
fob. Sir Carrol fihcis out my trick upon him-— 
ijE^dt) Mr. — ^"Sqiiire O'DtiAovan, recover Sophy 
fot me, and fhe's your*s, upon my affidavit. 

taariry. Indeed!— ^-noi no; Inice ray frrendhas 
l^dt her but for me ; TU have her and no thanks 
to you-*- Good bye. Old Hillary^—** Down, down, 
*^ oef ry down."-^Ha, ha^ ha ! \Exit. 

Alibk Here^s an unnatural fon oi a viU 
lami 

i&-^/^ Methegltn. 

Mi!th. (Peeping) h the Dragoon gone? 
I j0ibi.uovrti tht toad; ftop him, and TH 
giyo ypti an hundred guineas. 

M^th. Me! I woU'dnl: ftop a man on the 
road, for five thbufand !— *Sir, if Lady Arable's 
iMFarriage-aHicles are drawn up, you muft infcft 
my nagie iiiftcad of Sir Carrol's. 
_ Sibu What is this muzzy-headed blockhead 
St ?— SF you won't help me to recover Sophia, 
do, friend, go home to your fideboard.— df flie 
meet^ i^ircourt, flxe's irji^ecoyerably loll: ! {afide) 
Furies !-— « 

Meth. Oh, bh ! Muzzy-headed ! — Sideboard ! 
-rrVcry well, Sir.-— Yes, I think Til: introduce 
one Sir Carrol O'^ouQvan into this good family.' 
r-fTesi he may be liftened to, tho' I can't — Eh ! 
Aye !-^I will indeed i-^Aye 1 [Exit^ 

Alibi. This barbarous Sclavonian Mohawk !-»* 
Vm wdl out of his clutches-^-rd be after him 

myfdif 
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myfelf, only Vm afmid •^Ssmtikthevfellaw I he 
giik: hhv^fy with bis ibwos and ihraes -Mti my tistfs 
fortunate bottle^that be totallfforgpfrthc bttfi^ 
nds that brougt^ him^ — Zounds! here are peo^ 
pbiw^king in u|»3n meout of (be ftreeb ! > 



»' . i. 






/.' 



.V . 



j&rf^O^Dt)MVAN. 



JL.v I 



Wh<i-af e y<nj ? What do you w4nt ? 

O'Don. Sir, excufe this freedom/ but hearing 
ytniMvean office in town, if you ihould have 
a vacancy, 1 beg leave to offer toy fer vices. 

^liii. This may be another Poor Robin.—- 
Whb f eoothmcnds yoii ? Halrcyou any frienda 
of credits 

O'l>on. 1 have no friends. Sir, and my only re- 
commendation is ncceffity. 

j4iibi. I don't love neccffity, I defpife it 1—^ 
But, ' as iSophy will foon be difpofed of, I fhall 
want a clerk ; this turns out opportune enough ; 
befides I Ihpuld have fome fort of man in the 
boufe, if this civil Captain fhould repeat his vifit. 
{qfide) Could you on occafion, fave a gentleman 
from being cracked like a cockle? 
^ O'Don. Sir ! 

Alibu Sir !— -Well, zounds !^Can yOtt write ? 

O'Don. Yes, Sir 5 and have fome knowledge 

o f" ^ ' 1 

AH^i. Knowledge l~Cah you ^oliih a boot ^ 
'O'Dvh.l ihall endeavour to render m^ 




ufefuli and it ihafl be my ftudy to prove it-l#y 

gratitude. 

, >«//^iVNb flottTilhflg!*-*fo^ of being the 

caufe of ingratitude^ it*j my hiaxijtti never to da 

good to any body. 
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1^, a[iid llhaMope for tio more ^eneouragemenc 
thair^dtt n^ find I de(erve:« 






{t^uit ikmking mtiout. 
Alibi. tMk i-^if this ftimid t^ agaig tHe def- 
perado— 1 feel comfortable tho' to have fome- 
body here that's able to d^fead me — Now, my 
lad, you may have an occafion to convince me» 
by your fpirit and atcacbmeat, that yc^ defervc 
efiwer^eH^nt^-^ftcp afida a ^nomcnu 

[P^Dqmvan^r^ires. 
SirCa.i^itboH^t) And which is his office i , 
jitibi. S\t Carrol 0'I)onovan himfeifl I find a 
foi/t of a-^u«cr — kind of a— I bqgin now aUnp$ 
to fufpeA that an honed man may be happy 5 fqcv 
I^ with all my knavery, never wa§ fo-*-Shew the 
gentleman up — won't you pleafc to walk in S}t: ? 
I-bav^n't fee© him fince we were lads — thoM.re- 
tfi^tiit^r his voice> I hope jic forgets my features^ 

. VV ;■•_.■ ■< - ■ , , . . 

n ^ Enter Sir Carrol. 

•"'•■♦.'-.,-... 

. ■ .. ■ ' • .-.-. . ,. . , • ■ 

iSff Or. W Mr. Alibi, alias Kayanaghl 
(Alibi Jfurprifed and cen^^^ left you in ijrc* 

land, twenty years ago, a profligate young m^in, 
and now I ilnd you in £ngland| a hardened old 

"Mbi. Sir! 

Sff <?. In youth when the paffions take the kad, 
iri^9,rpay be the efFcd of folly ; but when judg- 
B3pnt is matured by age^ a vicious man is a con-* 
firm'd fcoundrel 1 . ,..^.^.,. 

,^Mbi. Reallyjr Sir Carrol, this is J^ngiiajp I 
don^t uad^ri^an;^^ and didi^'t expe^ irom an old 
friend. 

sSirCa. So you thought to fliuMc in your 

foti 
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fcn to infictit my eftate, and graft jrbnr faf* 
cafly bramble on the noble ftock of the (yDa- 
novan's ? ' 

Alibi. Kay, my good Sir, I-r— 

Sir Ca. Nd evafionl I want ho pfoof that the 
jay, featherM out at my cxpence, is a bird of 
your own nefl-j but confefs where you liaVc con- 
ceard my boy. 

' .Alibi. *Fat\ my word, 1 don't know what you 
mean by boys andbird's rtefts : I haven't troubled 
xny head with fuch fopperies thefe rpany yc^rs^ 

Sir Ca. lexpefted nothing from you but quirk 
and chicanery^— Where's your wife, the wretched 
partner and tool of your deception? From her 
fimpHcity, 1 may extort fome truth* 

Alia, {ajifle) Yes, Katty has fqueak'd, and I 
miift flip my neck out of the nbofe. Sir Carrol, 
I pof!tively don't comprehend what you are at, 
but you* are welcom^e to put>ny interrogatories to 
my wife — Ihe doats on a little chat — (he'll give 
you replication, I warrant ; Ha, ha, ha 1* 

SitCa.Vl^. Sirrah! This inftant let me fee 
Irer.- ' ","''■ 

AUBi' (Muttering) Sirrah I Don't underfland a 
jmin — coming— ^in to: — man's houfe— command— 
iTian's wife -^ abufe — • uncivil-— goofc-quill—ai^y 
man — , f£v/f. 

5/r Dr. Yes, yes ; fo many circumftaoces- tp 
confirm the truth of Meth^glin's ftory. iThijj 
young Larry, * as he calls him, is certainly Alibi^s 
fon^-^-1fheir, tity' poor unhappy bov, whom they 
have bred as their own, wherever ne is, muftgo*^ 
Ky tfterrnatne, t^wrence Eavaiiagh ^ but where 
th^ ^Kavb fecneted hhn, to diicover is noy/ my' 
Kr,i|nd. ob|e(ft'^-^terhaps they have abai?don'd MnT> 
*ni ht?^ititt'in penury,' 6rWdrfe--^Brcrughci3p 
• * ' with 
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with vulgar aiTociatcs, habitual ctepravity may 
bring a fhatne, where a fond fiathtr^ like aie, jex^ 
pefts a comfort— Perhaps dead ! 

(O'DoNovAN advances.) 

Ha, my dear boy! who thQuglittohavj^najet you 
in this fox-trap. 

O'Don. Sir Carrol, before.! quitted Lady Ji^ra- 
|>l€'$, I^i^quir-d for you, and wilh'd for this op- 
portunity of returning you your favor of tl^ijs 
imwaipg. {offerings banknote) 

Sir Ca. Come, come, a decent pride is m^n?|r 
*~but 1 — think— -you won't refwfe to acccptt tf 
you believe I feel a high gratifipation in beftow- 

O'Don, Tho* I coufefs myfelfan unworthy ob- 
jeft of your bounty, I'm not yet fo bafe as to re- 
ceive an obligation from thcperfon I have in- 
jured. ' • ' ., 

SirCa. Eh! ^ 

O'DoH. Yes, Sir J I have repaid your goodnefs 
with ingratitude, by inGdioufly cheriftiing a prC'- 
fumptuous admiration of your fon*s intended 
L.ady; and tho' unintenpqnally, I Jear.I ha^c 
robb*d you of the felicity Lady Arable's han4 
could beftow. 

' Sir Ca. Then it was for this yoti withdrew your* 
felffromusj? So, rather than Qbftruft the happi-r 
nefs (as he thought) of n^epr nay Hiai^ fpn, from 
the affluence which muft have been tbe.rcwafiJL.j^f 
his merit— ^hcre has he again thrown hinjjfelf upon 
the world : a nob>le-miiiidia lad, f^ith. (4L^/if) T^ 
ftay long, bqt I fuppofe Viptlc Hoaeftyia, giving 
his wife her leflbn. ci ^ 

O'Don. I interrupt yo^-r-yplI h»ve Jjufuyrl^, Sir. 
igoi/i£) 

SirCa, 
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Sir Ca. Stop f You talk of obfcurity of birth; 
■but as it was your perfonal merit that attrafted ray 
cfteem, your origin to me is of no confideration ; 
infamy is the only fcandal^ and if your birth is 
free from that, never let your honeft cheek blufli 
at declaring it— What's your name ? 
i^ O'Don. Kavanagh. 

Sir Ca. Kavanagh ! Tour chriftian name ? 

O^Don. Lawrence. 

Sir Ca. Let me contain myfelf — who arc youf 
parents? {with great emet ion) 

O'Don. I have juft now, for the firft timt thefe 
many years, feen my mother in this houfe^ but I 
think ihe did not know me. 

Sir C- She nurs'd my fon ! {0' Donovan iowr} 
It is my darling Edward — my generous — my no- 
ble-minded fon-^emh'ace.f bim) So long the for- 
lorn child of penury---alikc an vinhappy fubjeft for 
the fcorn of pride, and the tear of pity. (Pufs big 
bandkercbief to^ bis eyes) 

G'Don. Can this be ? 

Alibi. {Witbout) Aye, wife, you deferve it, but 
you iban't prevail on me to connive at your mod 
attrocious impofition on this worthy gentleaiani : 
I'm a man of confcience— ^ 

■ -If - ^ •■ 

Enter Alibi. 

Sir Carrol , Ihe acknowledges the cheat flic put 
upon you, with a good deal of threatening an4 
entreaties — All true that Metheglin told you. 

Sir Ca* And whereas my fon, rafcal ? 
^ /ilibi. Nay, Sir Carrol, be calm. Your fon, 
it feems, after my quitting Ireland, was fent by 
my mafter Counsellor Fairplea, to fome diftant 
^ college— No, he'll npver find h!m. {a/tde) 

Sir Ca^ 
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^rtftWCte ^d yda realls?^^doo'c ki^w yihert he 

thoiiifafid'pouD^ 16^ of my own? paekei. taj -firtci 

Sir Ca. ThtnV]^^xsAh\tn{m 
O^Dortovan) Look — admire-— {ijWi©f, ;^nd tOKiis 

O'Don. Merciful Heaven \ I -dame? Iiicfegpr^o 
if cfc^^ bw to fimf fuch a forhef ^ {kutfdi) v ; ^,^;. 

Sir Ca. Rife to my/h^artitvmfilfir (bji !> WiNlV^ 
I»l9!ft feerbelcl yp^ : tk^ voicie of ?i^^ bid.i«^%e 

claim'd the permaneat-trfUw^I c^ itiy -fiftc^l^^ 
^i^jpniftfifi, A^ N^ W )I am proud iDdci^d-riOotr inprc 
T^f^^TX^ finding fuch a foa^: thai> by fortu t>c*& 
kiHjckiflg^^t the do[Qr of povcrcy^ XQ.ftq it opiene^d^ 

Enter Lady Jane ^w^f Metheglin. 

M^ fwe^ l^^y rjian^ as I underftapx^ you had 
t{|f .gf rvfr^l^ u^^Qiior my-. Ji?oy with forr\c notice,, 
Wq^y^l^ thought: \k}va t\q% w^rth a . (bill JLj;)g, you 
alone dcfcrve him, were he hen- tp^ aJi eoftpire., 

La4y J- This gentleman your fon, Sir Carrol ! 
This confirms what^ Mctheglin told me, and I 
hope, may in fomc degree juftify, what I dreaded 
Mf pu'd jirave ^hc incxaafable error of ipy , heart, : 






'; . ! jiJ»/^r Lari^x Kavanagh. 



> t. 



UnH^l :my. hapghty; goddefs I, iTpJ^dy 

'm^: Kfow d'ye ab, tatrV l(GolsB t^'d^Ho^ 

novanV Sir, haven't 1 made a thaa>6f ypu? 

V0L« iit« N yian t 
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Dklo*t I promifc you Lady Jane? I have brought 
it about rarely, ha, boy ! 

Lar. Madam, as I frankly own that rtiy heart 
is engag'd, I hope you will be candid enough to 
acknowledge, that you think a fon of Sir Carrol's 
unworthy of your merit. 

Lady J. Sir, I niuft, with all who know him, 
acknowledge the merit of Sir Carrol's ftn. 

Lar. Ma'am, I thank you for the compliment. 

Metb. You thank her ! Well faid, Larry ? 

Lar. But the Lady's confent comes now too 
late — upon my honor Ihe can't — cannot have me 
indeed!. 

Sir Ca. Upon my honor, you're giving your- 
fclf a great deal of trouble about what doesn't in- 
th'e Icaft concern you. Thank Heaven, Sir, you 
are no fon of mine. 

JtibL Sir Carrol's right— this is his young gen- 
tleman, and you are my own dear boy. 

Meth. How do you do^^JVlafter Larry ? 

Lar. Eh, why v^hat are you at Old Ly ttleton— 
Ha, ha, ha, the Lie of the Day ? 

Sir Ca. You'll find it a very ferious truth, Sin 

Z^^r. - Truth ! I obferv'd a fncer-— very odd 
buz about this, at Lady Arable's—but if 'tis ft) — » 
and my — new old dad gives me the charming 
Sophy — V 

Mibi. Me give ! Didn't you brag to me juft 
now you had her without my permiffioo-— Where 
is (he ? 

Lar. I've been upon the hunt, but fink me if 
I can find either her, or Aircpurt— Ha, ha, ha ! ' 
Here they come. ~ 

Alibi. The Captain again! hide that bottle, 
and lock the chipa cupboard. 

Metb. 
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Mab. Captain ! give me the bottle;^ and lock 
lis up together, 

Ent^ AiRcouRT, {in bis dlfguife) ^nd Sophia. 

Air. Be it known from Belgrade to Balbriggin, 
that old gentlemen may keep their widows, for 
this Lady is nowthe wife of Captain Killmainham 
ScuromOugh. 

Alibi. Your wife ! Who are you ? 

Air. {In bis own voice) Mr. Alibi, I fuppQs*d, 
from the known venality of your qharafter, h^d I 
made a fair and open demapd of your confent, I 
never Ihou'd have gained it--»But, inftead of a 
needy adventurer, planning fchemes for her for- 
tune, my Sophia fliall prove, that to obtain her 
charming felf, was the fole objeA of her affeftion- 
atc Aireourt, 

Lar. No, my dear fellow; I've told him you 
took her off for me. 

Air. And I tell you, my dear fellow, I took her 
off for myfelf~Come, don't be angry, for my 
clainri of affeftion vi^as prior to yours. With any 
other motive Td fcorn to circumvent a friend, 
but in love, all ftratagem is aUQw^bJe. 

Alibi. Aircourt! 

Air. Ay, and poor clerk Hobin. 

Alibi. Here's deception with a vengeance !— ^ 
Mind, her fortune's yet in my hands— I'll let you 
know I'm her guardian. 

Sopb. NoSir, you're not— -the name for executor, 
in my niother's w^ll, is Alibi. Now, as I undcr^ 

J( 2 ^an4 
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ftand that youf 's is Kavanagh, we ihall make your 
partvoki by the mifnomer. 

Alibi. Here's petticoat pleading ! Imuftmakc 
her a chamber counfcl, and be curs'd to me ! 

Lar. Dad ! {to Ali^i) You find your fon a feady- 
inade gentleman to your hand ! but as I am out 
of finance my dear fellow — down vs?ith the Lc^is* 

Alibi, ril down with you, you villain ! 
. Larry. Some money. Sir ? 

Alibi. Money ! Get along, you foreigner ! Do 
you come over here to rob me ? 

Sir C^. ChearfuUy rcimburfc the. foyr tUoufand 
it h^s coft me in the training of your foreigner,, 
and without litigation, give this lady her for^ 
tune, or for your fraud on me, Pli profecute 
. you to beggary— r As to acquire riches was the 
caufe of your crime, let the lofs of them be 
your puniflxment. You profefled honefty and 
praftifed law ; now for a change tho' the law is 
your prpfeffioni let honefty be yoijr practice. 

Metb. Sir Carrol, if you can forgive a fuc- 
cefsful rival, I fliall be prpud if you'll honor our 
wedding. Daughter Jane ! — Jenny I give yoii^ 
leave to afk your friends to fupper, and I 
fli.aU give orders to Tom tb^ footman, whom I 
have now pr^ferr'd to be rpy butler, to take care 
^ of you Alibi, Katty and' Mafter Larry in the 
pantry. 

Lady J. Sir Carrol, my mother defir'd me to 
apoligize for not appearing before you, at leaft: 
for fome time; and tho» fhe acknowledges that 
her caprice in a certain inftance. {looking ai O^Do- 
novan) has wronged you, yet Ihe feels herfelif 
es^tremely diftrefs'd that Metheglin's doating 

conceit; 
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conceit and vanity, have had power to impofe 
on any one a belief fo injurious and difgracefui 
to her. 

Uetb. Eh, what's that? 

Lady J. And as (he has given orders that he 
be difcharged from her fcrvice— 

Metb., Heh ! 

Lady J. To convince you (he's in earneft, fli^ 
begs you'll be obliging enough to provide for 
him in fuch a manner that may fecure her from 
ever being troubled with him any more. 

AUhL Tom the footman, now the butler, will 
entertain you with us in the pantry« {to Me^ 
theglin) 

Metb. Under her own hand too — ^Very well— 
flie'll be forry yet — Only if I (hould marry Fib — 
keep her Ladylhip from the fifhpond.— After — 
White gloves, fattin waiftcoat — my brigadier- 
wig. 

Alibh You're ready drefs*d to— w?iit at the 
£deboard. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Ca. I owe Mr. Metheglin many obh'gati- 
ons for his important difcovery. I (hall not ac 
prefent enquire into his motives for it, but mjr 
'* fuccefsful rival,'* venture back with me to 
Ireland, and Til make you lord of my wine-ceU 
lar. 

Metb. Will you ?-«*Sir Carrol, I am your 
humble fervant, ^nd when I again think of 
the foft deluding perfidious fex, difcharge me 
from the glorious Dublin delights of filh. and 
claret. 

Sir Ca. Then my qew butler, begin your du- 

ty 
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ty by ordering us a noble fupper at the Toy,^ 
Qver which, we'll laugh at the events of the day ; 
and yet they have proved, that the eye which fees 
all, directs an unerring hand to give vice the lafli, 
and drop on the brow of honor, the blooming 
wreath of unfading happinefs. 



7^^ end; 



EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHpR, 

SPOKEN BY MR. EDWIN fN THE CHARACTER OF ^B-^ 

THEGllN. 

MASTER Sir Carrol, prayJon't make a doubt. 
When l*m y©ur Butler — {the curtmin /alls) Ehl They've 

fhat me out ! 
I had a Story, or a fort of Riddle, * 
And here I'm left alone, like " Fool in th* middle." 
Strange ! that by this Green Curtain dropping down, 
Erom Hampton-Court, Pm whilk'd to London town. 
My part*s not over-^—pray ring up again, {calling behind) 
You won't ?— Oh, ho ! Since I've got here, why then 
I'll lay before the houfe our poor petition. 
To-morrow night this play, by your p^rmiffion. ; 

How fu<th a maggot got into my head ! 
That I, (her Butler) Ihou'd my Lady wed ! 
When but her Footman as behind I walk'd^ 
To me ihe often o'er her fhouWer talk'd; 
She'd flop-*-" Heigh ho! I'm tired— ^-do* pray ftep on> 
I'll take your arm now, if you pleafci good John.'' 
In my new Livery drefs'd — Bag^— large Bouquet, 
Her admiration all her looks betray. 
Giving a meffage, my poor heart ihe wins ; 
Such looks, down glancing at my portly pins* 
Then ftepping to her Chariot hung fo highi 
I ftoop'd-— pufh'd in the Aep, but dar'd to {^y^'^ 
Oh; fuch a foot and ankle ! But, alas ! 
Slapping the ddor, I Ihiver'd the plat^-glafs : 
I fnivei out, '* Lord, Ma'am^ the glafs I've bentV* 
" Don't cry, poor John, 'twas but an accident*'* 
If this was Love, ye Lovers, Oh, cou'd I 
Let a fweet Lady for her Butler die? 

li 
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Knot, fwcet Ladies, don't throw out fuch whetttfrs^ 
And then we'll keep our diAahce with our betters. 
, Now, gentle Sirs, an't mine a fad difafter ? 
A Servant ilill, who thought to be a Mailer ! 
Again to Dublin go — my noddle ran on't, 
I might fometime go t>ver Lord Lieutenant-— 
No Servants fhalM have, no powder'd Pages i 
For Thoufands Sall'ry, Five Pounds my Quarter's Wa^ 

ges! 
Not waited on-^-Metheg!in ftil! muft wait! 
No fervice of-— no, I muft clean the plate ! 
No, never Oiall I draw my fword all bright ! 
And bid a drtinken Tapfter rife a Knight; 
Make him a Reflor who can make me Iaugh». ^ 
And give a penflon for a paragraph ! 
And yet, ye Gods, I will in fortune's fpite— » 
Oh, what a Bottle I'll uncork to-night! 
And then 1*11 be myfelf, my bright Decanter, 
When fill'd...that little Fib, how I'll gallant her ! 
To order Supper now I think expedient^ 
So Ladies, Ocnts^ Metheglin's your obedient. 



kPILOGVE. 

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOrT 

Intended to Aave been spoken bt?" miss fonte- 
nelle, in the character of sophia. 

FOR fev*n long years I've been a Lawyer's Clerk, 
' tlly fieps were doubtful, for my ways were dark ; 
I'm fkilPd in Error, Sham -plea and Demur, 
Aye, and a notable Conveyancei*. 
The fearful Debtor trembled at my nod. 
Full many a Youth this pen hath fent to Quod. 
I han't much time to chatter here to you. 
Yet take a hint of what I mean to do : 
As Sol, from clouds more brightly darts his rays. 
So, long pent up, 1*11 burft into a blaze. 
For Drefs, Ton, Life, I've a prodigious paffion, 
I'll make a pretty little Woman of Fafhion; 
Round the gay circle fly my cards about, 
Sunday I fix on for th' enchanting rout : 
At charming Loo, my company I fet. 
Or ev'ry heart beats high at dear Piquet. 
To nodding friends, I'll in my chariot bob, 
Splafh up the dirt, and rattle thro' the Mob. 
Or in State Chair, my high head low I doop. 
My chin juft popping out between my hoop : 
My Kx tall Footmen ilrutting on before. 
Knock Flambeaux round, and beat the open doon 
Mind, I'm a Lady firit, for 'ere I mawy. 
My Hal Ihall promife that he'll be Sir Harry. 
My pleafures quite in ftile, all brilliant, gay. 
Yet Hill fo vulgar as to like a play. 
The play-houfe croudei, how we're fqueez'd and tum- 
bled. 
Box, Stage and Gallery, fuch Jargon jumbled!* 

VOL. III. o ^Q 
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So pleafant too> the converfation round ye—-' 

(i) Are you there, Jackf (2) Hah, Tom! (3) The 
deuce confound ye ! 

4) A charnting girl that yonder. (() La, what Brutes! 

6) Is this Seat taken ? (7) Dem your dirty boots! 

8) Were you at Afcot, Ma'am ? (9) I go to Races! 

10) Hey, ihut the door thete! (11) Lady Dumplings 
places. 

12) Silence! (13) Book 0' the Songs, Ma'am? (14) 
Ah, fuch nonfenfe ! 

i5)Hifs again. Til knock you down. (16) You! 
(17) 'pon my confcience ! 

iS) Wins Defdemona, dories all he told her. 

19) Suddenly uk'n ill! (20) Who's Bottle holder ? 

21) Hip ! i/ftgs) (22) " And you to blefs this charm- 
ing creature." 

23) Curs'dhot! (24) How cold ! (25) Op'n the Ven- 
tilator i 

26) His Lordihip went this morning, Sir^ for Dover. 

27) A damn'd good-natur'd fellow ! (28) Throw him 
over ! 

29) Take off your Bonnet, Ma'am. (30) He'll then 
adore me. 

31)1 fhan't fit down, 'till they fit down afore me. 

32) What Aa is this? (33) IdrankTea inPall-Mall.] 

34) A brazen Romp that little Fontenellel {bell rings) > 
My Clack's cut fliort, for there's the Prompter's bell I 
Good night, kind friends, to you, and you, and you ! 
Here I cbu'd prate for ever, but adieu 1 



EXPLMKdnOH. 



i) A Sailor. 

2) Another Sailor. 

3) Woman in Gallery. 

4) Buck in the Boxes. 

5) Lady in Green Boxes. 

6) Country Gentleman. 

7) Foppifh Officer. 

8) Man of the Turf. 

9) Old Lady. 
10} Finical Fop. 

11) Box-keeper. 

12) Noify Fellow in Shilling Gallery. 

13) Fruit Womaxu 
14.) Critic* 

15) Iriihman. 

16) Critic. 

17) Iriihman. 

18) Citizen's Wife in the Pit. 

19) Apologizing Performer. 

20) Pupil of Humphries. 

21) Sailor. 

22) Carlos in Duenna. 

23) Fat Citizen in the Pit. 

24) Bernardo in Hamlet. 

25) Man in Shilling Gallery. 

26) Man of Fafhion in Side Boxes. 

27) Drunken Buck in Green Boxes. 

28) Man in Shilling Gallery. 

29) Man in Upper Boxes. 

o z (30) Frail 
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(30) Frail fair in Green Boxes; 

(31) Yorkflure Man. 

(32) Drunken Man. 

(33) Macaroni. 

(34) A Starch'd Prade. 
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AC T L 

SCENE I. 

A room in Colonel LetortV boufe. Colonel Le- 
FORT difcovered drawings Ottoke^a feaUd «w- 

floycd at a lace cufiion, 

I 

TRIO, 

Ottokesa. 

1 EMPTED by the bird-lime fpray, 

Clad in leaves of early fpring^ 
See the finch her fears betray, 

Hov'ring round on doubtful wing, 

CoL L. Cautious fo, the playful boy. 

To the humming bee draws near. 
With the honey lies his joy. 
In the fling his caufe of fear. 



E^ntcr 
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Enter Philip hebind, obferving Ottokesa and 

Colonel Lefort. 

PbiL Making lace — ruffle nice— -genteel pawing. 
To look on — tip-a-to?— pat I creep. 
How I love— fquint a bit — mailer drawing. 
Pretty *tis — with I will — take a peep. 

Otto^ Lovers feldom make appeal. 

Once the fenfes can approve. 
The delufive paflion feel, 
Reafon foon gives way to love, 

fhil. {looking o'ver Ottokefa) Finger long — flick a pin — in a 
. cufli-ion. 

Bobbing fling— idling here — me — they'll fnub, 
{Looking o^er Col. Lfort.) Landfcape line— blackbirds neH-— 
hawthorn bufh in. 
Arbour green — where I tiff— fyllabub. 

CoL L. and Otto. Lovers feldom make appeal. 
Once the fenfes can approve. 
The delufive paflion feel, 

Reafon foon gives way to love. 

Vhil. Ma'm, Fm going, have you any thing 
more to order ? 

OttQ. You've only to fee about a female fervant 
for nne. 

Phil. Sir, a beautiful drawing you're on; {looking 
at it) ril be hang'd if it isn't the dock-yard here 
at Deptford ; ay, this is the fketch you were at in 
the boat t'other day— there's the Britannia on the 
flocks as natural — and in that flip is the Thunder- 
bolt juft ready for launching. 

CoL L. Go. ^ - 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha! Juftice Applejack's garden, 
where I meet his niece Ellen, {^aftde^ lookwgat the 
drawing) Weil ir.a'ana 111 bring you hon^ea fmart 
maid. 

Otto. 
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Oiio. Philip, and defire the waterman to Ice 
ifne know when he's going to London; 

PbiL Yes, ma'am. ' [£xiV* 

Ono. I've juft fin ifh'd my work. 

O/.L. Work ! ah ! fiftcr, what a change of for- 
tune ! my fall fo fuddcn { made a colonel thro* 
the favour of the Czar Peter, who then was con- 
tent to ferve as a fubaltern in my regiment. 

0th. Yes, brother; but you were rather too 
fevere to put your fovereign under arreft, only for 
playing a game at chefs; 

CoL L. He was irregular upon duty, and thro' the 
fervour of my zeal for military difcipline, in that 
moment I corifider'd him not as my Ibvereifen, 
but my cnfign, and myfelf not as his fubjec^:, out 
his commanding officer, I expedled his applaufe 5 
but he ftruck me. 

Otto\ And then you (to the joy of yotir envious 
enemies) threw his commiffion at his feet; 

CoL L. I did ; degraded by a blow (even from 
the hand of a monarch) I was unworthy to wear 
the livery of a foldier; 

Ouo. For which your eftates were confifcated, 
and your life lofti hadn't we efcapcd over here 
to England. 

CoL If difeoveredj I expefl no mercy. 

Otto. I fhould feel rather awkward, if my Dant- 
zick lover Michaelhoff was to fee me in this hum- 
ble fituation— there — I've done.— ^(rir/Jj) Let me 
fee how you go on, (Jooks over him) vaftly well. 

CoL L. Ay, fitter, my early fklll as an engineer, 
and niy drawings of fortifications, firft introduced 
me to the Czar's notice : yet I'll be content if the 
talent to which I owed my paft honours can now 
procure me bread. 

voLi nr. p ^ Otto^ 
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Oiio. Wc (halltlo very well ; Monficur Dentel* 
Ic^ Jin Taviftock-ftrcet, can't rcfufc me ten 
guineas for this lace. 

CoL L. And if the print-fclIer in Fleet-ftrcet, that 
bought my other drawings, gives me fix guineas 
for thcfc — but 1 can't go to town with them my- 
felf, on account of this proclamation which the 
Englifh court, in compliment to the fovereign of 
Ruflla, has iffued for apprehending me. 

Waterman, (without) London, hoy! ^ 

Otto. The boat's going, adieu ! wi(h me fucce(s, 
thd pray be cheerful. 

Col. L. V\\ give your band- box in charge to the 
waterman. [Exit with ti.^ 

Otto. Attention to nay brother's untoward af- 
fairs, gives me intervals of relief from the diftrefs 
my mind muft otherwife experience in fo long an 
abfence from my dear MichaelhofF. 

AIR. — OttoKesa. 

Ve filvcr brooks wander I 
Well pleafed each meander^ 
(Your verdant bounds keeping,) 
' We trace from the fource. 

But into flreams gliding. 
You're loft by dividing, 
(The fpnd willow weeping,) 
Yc die in your courfe. 

My joys ! thou (halt fhare them, 
^ Thy. griefs ! let me bear them. 
Oh, calm the wild tumults that rife in» thy breaH^ 

Hearts ever delighted. 

By friendfhip united : 
A fitter's affedion ihall footh thee to reft. 

[Exit. 
• Re-enter 



THE CZAR PSTBR.^ l^i^ 

Re-enter Cot. Lifort* 

Col. L. My poor, innoccnt/amiable lifter to be 
involved in my misfortunes! {takes a/word^ corf^ 
let^ a^ni other armour from a cbeft.) My only Joy 
left now, is to look on thefe, in the refledion 
that I was once a foMier. 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 
(Col. Lefort haftily covers the armour.) 

Com.S. Servant, Mr. Melzoff; I faw fome 
very good ftietches of your doing at a print 
fliop in Fleet'ftreetj and it's my way, when I 
fee any thing I like, to ferve the man that does 
it.-— Gather up all your beft drawings, and I'll in- 
troduce you to one, that will make your for- 
tune. 

Col. L. Who, Sir ? 

Com.S. Only a certain infigniiicant fellow^ 
called Peter, Czar of Mufcovy. 

Col. L. Is the Czar in England ? 

{furprijed and alarmed. 

Com. S. Indeed he is. Colonel Lefort. 

Col L. Betray'd ! but I'll not betaken. 
{fnatcbes up a /word and Jlands upon his guard.) 

Com. S. Sir, I am a Commodore in the Navy» 
and to betray the unfortunate would be adifgrace 
to a Cabin boy<^*Come, hang it, you can't bear 
malice, for they who have fpirit to refent inju^- 
ries, are ever the moll ready to excufe them« 

Col. L. The Czar is implacable^ and I cannot 
forget. 

Com. S. You fiiall forgive and he (hall pardon. 
Ton are the fhect-anchor of his Military Efta- 

p 9 bli(hment 
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blifhment ; breaking from you^ all run . adrift } 
liis defigns are good and greats but his Empire 
will never touch at Port Glory, without Lefort 
at the helm.— Coipe, cheer up, Colonel; meet 
me at Count Couvaniki's, York Buildings ; I'm 
now going there to receive his Highnefs. — I gua- 
rantee your perfon. 

Col. L. Yet, tho' vindiftive, the Czar is brave 
and generous ; but to purfue me thus, with uu- 
relenting animofity ! 

AlR-r-CoL. Lefort. 

The golden Monarch of the ikies. 

Behold in Majefty arife. 

Sublime in bright meridian Hate, 

Around difFufing light and heat ; 

But to do good the God appears. 

More radiant fhlnes, the more he cheers. 

Unlike the peevifh Defpot, man. 

The puny tyrant of a fpan. 

The power beilpwcd to aid and blefs. 

He ufes only to opprefs. 



SCENE II. 



J Garden td Applejack's Houfe.-^a clofe arbour, 
at the back a wall^ with ajviall door leading to a 
\ road. 

Enter Av^i.^'iACVi from the Houfe^ in his cap and 

gown. 

Mrs. A. (within) Why Ellen ! you Ellen ! . 
Jj>ple. Why, Niece } you Ellen ! — This niecfe 

. of 
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X)f mine is always doing fomething to offend my 
d«ar wife. — -Oh, my fpbufe ! my pretty Winny, 
that I fell in love with at firft fight, tho' then 
flic was only a Welch Strawberry Girl, running 
to Covent Garden, with her balket on her head, 
and her cheeks as red as her own fruit, but fince 
Tve made her a gentlewoman^ (he's fo delicate.— 

Enter Mrs. Applejack. 

Mrs. A. Ellen ! {calling) 

Apple. Stop, wife : hark'ee, Mrs. Applejack, 
An't I a mafter carpenter in his Majefty's Dock- 
yard, here at Deptford ? 

Mrs. A. Yes, my dear. 

Apple. An't I a Juftice of Peace, like wife ! 

Mrs. A. You are a juttice, my dear. 

Apple. Then, when I order my niece to pre- 
pare my breakfaft, give the juftice leave to call 
her without interruption. 

Mrs. A. So you fhall, my dear. 

Apple. Why you 

Mrs. A Why, .you Ellen ! 

Apple- We'll wait.no longer — We'll go in and 
breakfaft without her, wife. 

Mrs. A. No, my darling ; as the morning is fa 
mild, we'll breakfaft out here in the arbour if you 
pleafe. 

' Apple. Then walk in and order out the tea 
things. 

Mrs A. No, my dear : You'll walk in, and 
bring them out yourfeif, my fweety, as the maid 
is bufy. 

Apple. Well, this is fo kind, td let. me do every 
thing for you, when you know as a n^agiftrat'e, 
I have fo much bufmefs, what with licenfincr Pub- 

licans. 



1 
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licans, reforming imanners, yand fining fwearersj 
damn mc if 1 have time to tmnk of any one thing 
but how to bring in the fees* 

AIR. — Applejack. 

Vm a jolly trading juftice. 

And when a caufe is pendant* 

A bribe ne'er fails. 

To kick the fcales. 
For plaintiff or defendant. 

My public office puff in» 

My elbow chair fit gruff in. 
Rich rogues acquit; 
Poor rogues commit. 

Then fmoke and munch my muffin^ 

The fan to fca is jogging, 
. Let's hafte to get our grog in, 

Tho' Luna peep, o'er land or deep. 
Hob-nob> we'll knoQk the noggin. 

A roaring houfe prefented. 

In me the pari(h truft 15^ i 

' I bully lu cant. 

Nor licence grant. 
Till firft they— tip the juftice. 

To punifh wicked fwearers, 
I'm ever brift and willing. 

Their morals mend. 

When they offend, 
I touch the •' fplendid ihillbg.*' 

I'm a Deptford overfeer. 

And give my men faint Monday, 
I wink at flips, ; 

So I have chips, 
- To boil my pot on Sunday ; 
I've law for every pallatc. 
Let mv lord chief o'er haul it. 
My warrant's fine. 
My name to iign, 
I flamp it with my mallet. 

Mrs. A. 
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Mrs. A. Ha, ha, ha! the only advantage for a 
handfome young woman, like nde, in marrying an 
Ugly old man, is to make him my upper fervant, 
and to procure fine cloches and fine pleafures— by 
a fmile and a fofc word I've more power over my 
huiband, than all the domineering wives in £ng« 
landr- When I make pp a good purfe, from the 
folly of my little codger here, I'll back again to 
SnowdeOi and make my own Davy a Wel^ gen- 
tleman. 

AIR*— Mrs. Applejack. 

I once was a ftrawberry girl from Wales, 

Thro' Hammerfmith f rip'd it for three pence a day. 
What Ttrrnham green milk-maid with yoke and tin pails. 

Was then half fo blithefome, fo frolic, and gay ? 
When I'd fav'd of my wages ten fhillings or more. 

Hey, home I w^nt happy, and great as a queen. 
My Davy he fmiled when he opened the door. 

To fee his dear Winny at Cluid again. 

Near the brow of high Snowden my Davy did dwell; 

On the green lawn beneath flood his Winnifred's cot. 
His kids Ikip'd the craig/ my lambs brouz'd the dell ; • 

Kids, lambs, Winn, and Davy together foon got. 
For his wild care in gambols ran downward to meet \ 

The fong of my heart as I fkim'd o'er the plain. 
And Davy his flagelet tuned up fo fwect. 

That my lambs clim'd the iteep hill to hear his foft ftrain. 

My drefs tho' fo homely, each amorous boy 

Would by flattery win a fond place in my bread. 
Clear water gave beauty, contentment gave joy. 

And nature and innocence did all the reft ; 
I laugh'd at the nonfenfe of fmart London beaux. 

They all mifs'd their aim, tho' a knight or an earl. 
For none but my Davy cou'd pluck the fweet rofe. 

That was planted for him by his ibrawbcrry girl. 



Re enter 
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Re-enter Applejack, with tea-board and chiHd^ '' 

Jpple. Here my fweeteft, fet it in the arbour. 

Mrs. A. Lay it there yourfelf, and then ftep^ 
back for the tea-kettle my love. 

Jpple. Step back for t\\t tea-kettle ! permits 
me to do every thing ! how good ! you remember 
when I was a batchelor^ the ladies gave it up thai: 
no body was fo fmart at the tea-table, as Httle 
Billy Applejack. {He advances to the entrance of 
the arbour , ^iajl^ Juddenly rujbes out^^he drops the 
tea-hoard^ &c.) 

Mrs. A. Ah ! {/creams) 

Apple. The devils in you^ why did you pop out 
on a body fo? 

Mrs. A> HuflTey, what were you doing there ? 

Ellen f 1 was lidening to a fongi the fweeteft 
fong ! 

Mrs. A. That's not true, for* I havn*t heard a 
bird this morning. 

Ellen. No< ma'am, 'twas not a bird^but a charm- 
ing little grafs-hopper, that had got chirping on 
the violet bank behind the jeflamine. 

Phi. {Singing in the arbour)^ " Fill me a bowl^ a 
mighty, mighty bowl." 

Apple. Is that the grafs-hopper ? to my ear it 
founds like a thief — Qh, Ellen — I always givea 
young woman up, that bores her ears, twifts paper 
in her hair, and rubs flour over her face. 



E7iter VtiiuP frsm the arhbur^ with a large bowl. 

Phil, {/peaks entering) Here you make great 

fyllabubs, and 1 muft eat them. {To Ellen). 

Apple. 
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:^f>jrk. Sir; there's not the leaft otcafion what 
bi ought you here ? 

Phi: {cpnfujed) — To— —to— —Sir, your health. 
(drijiks) 

Mrs. A. Who are you, fellow? 

Pbtl. I ain— 5— Ma'a'm, my fervice 'to you. 
(drinks) 

Apfle. Ohi if thefc are your replications, forr.e ' 

.body put a few intcrrog^itories to mc. {taJiis 

the botJCfl from Philip) Ma'am your health, {to 

Ellen) Sir, my fervice to you^ — {to Philips drinks) 

Now, whoever you are, get out df my hcufc. 

PhtL I'm not in your houfe, I'm in a garden. 

Apple. Quit my biiflies, my grafs and my gra- 
vel-^— and do you huflly, go in. 

Mrs. A. Never (hall Ellen Applejack darken a 
door of mine. 

Phil. Then flie fhall lighten my doors, illumi- 
nate my parlour, fit by my fire-fide, and by the, 
powers of matrimony, (he fliall place two piilows 
on a batchelor's bed. 

Apple. Mrs. Applejack, write his commit* 
ment, and I'll fign it. 

Phil. Ob, Juftice, I'll commit myfelf to the 
road immediately, {turns towards the door in the 
back) . , / 

Ellen. Why fure, uncle^ you won't think of 
turning me out. 

Apple. Think ! I'll do it tho'. 
{Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Applejack into the houfe^Jhut- 

ting the door) 

Ellen. Now I'm left totally upon you, 

Phil. Have they lock'd the door, {looks dif* 
^ncerted) 

Ellen. Oh yes. 

VOL. III. ift Phil. 
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Pi&/7. But there's another door in the front of 
the houfe. 

Ellen. Don't you fee 'my aunt has turned me 
out for good ? 

Phil. I'm afraid for bad. 

Ellen. JLord, Philip, didn't you fay I was to 
brighten your parlour and poke up your fire ? 

Phil. Yes ; but my fire is in the flint, and my 
parlour happens to be not built yet. 

Ellen. Didn't you even fwear by the powers of 
matrimony, I was to fleep upon two pillows in 
your bed-chamber ? 

Phil. For pillows and bed I have not a goofe's 
feather. 

Elkn. Lord ! how you dccciv'd me, Mr. Phi- 
lip, I fee you're a fortune-hunter. 

Phil Then 1 have had but curft ill-fport to- 
day. 

Ellen. And have I loft the protedion of my 
uncle? and all for — ^weeps) 

Phil. Love and me; but don't cry, my mif- 
trefs is gone to town to difpofe of her Work ; 
Ihe's only a fine lace-maker j but fweeteft, fhe 
has fent me to look out for a young woman to 
attend her — I'll prefer you to the place, and when 
your handfome Philip can muftcr up the price of 
a ring, I'll marry you. 

DUETT.— Philip and Ellen. 

PhiL At cudgels I break a lad's pate on t£e green. 
But yet I dbn't bear either malice or fpleen. 
So when with the girls I prattle away. 
Still you have my heart, for *tis only in play. 
All morning ril help my dear Nelly to labour. 
At ev'ning we'll trip to the tap of the tabor. 
Ellen. A very fine nofegay from Willy the rake, 
I faid in my bofonv l*d wear for his fak« ; 

But 
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But foon as wc parted, I flung it away. 
As you have my heart, for 'twas only in play. 
All morning I!ll help my dear Philip to labour, 
At evening we'll dance to the tap of the tabor. 
PM, I romp'd t'other evening with Peggy the brown. 
And fwore I'd give Jenny the fair a new gown ; 
Tho* to all the young girls I've fomething to fay. 
Yet you have my hearty for 'tis only in play. 
AH morning, &q. 



fmWMMP 



SCENE III, 

Count Cou VAN ski's House. 

Enter Slip and Romadanowski with Coat and 

Brujbes. 

Slvp. AQc me to brufli coats ! Count Cotivan- 
Ali's < Aid du Camp in the field of Venus, the 
carrier pidgeon of his billet doux ! 

Roma. But I'm de Generaliflicho, de great eagle 
over his boufehold^ and if yoji keep your place 
here Mr. Slip, do as I order you* {giv€s them to 
Slip ivbo lays them on a chair) 

Slip. Here Thomas, bid Anthony, deiire Ro- 
bin, to tell Gab^iel^ that Henry mull brufli hi^ 
matter's coatr J[Exit: 

Roma. Pat is one fcoundrel, and he's proud 
of it. {feels the pockets of the. coat and takes out a 
parcel) Blefs my foul ! the very packet of letters 
I gave my m^fter three months ago, and he 
bafn't broke open the feal yet ! Ah he is fo taken 
up with his pleafures. 

Q^a Entef" 



V 
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£w/«r Count CquvANSKt. 

Cou. Oh, l^omadanowiki, IVc juft fecn at my: 
miliners the moft charming, girl ! — 

Roma, But, Sir, dis pacquct from Mof(:ow, 
has been lyinff here; dis three mOntb, and not 
even de leal broke open. 

Cou. You read and anfwer it-, 

Roma. My t-oir, d?y may be a letter here fronv 
de Czar himfelf. 

Cou. X\'o, he was before that date fet out on 
his tour of obfervations, fincje he quarrell'd with 
his favorite engineer, Colonel Leforc, to make 
up for his lofs, he fends a fcore of us young Muf- 
covites of quality oyer the civilized parts of Eu- 
rope, to pick up fcience and mechanics, to em- 
bellifh his rifing city of Peteifburgh. Ha, ha, ha I 
1 am happy to he fent to dear England, but 
dem mcchanick's— ;PU i^iport tafte and plea- 
fure into Mofcow. O charming EpgUfli women, 
in this BritiQi paradife, (he Ihrub of pleafare is 
my tree of knowledge, and I gather the fweet 
ro(e in bloffom bud and bloom.— ^Ha, ha, ha I 
how the Czar will be furprifed to nod mefuch au 
elegant young fellow — pon't you think his 
Highnefs will be wonderfully ploa&d with mc» 
Eh Romadanowiki ? Ha, hal 

Roma, He will indeed, my Lord* 

Cou.VW plant fuch a colony of beauties \v\ 
Ruffia! on my return the Czar will certainly ex- 
pert my mouth to be filFd with fmoak, ramparts, 
cables, baftions and gunpowder; but 1 hate war, 
I'm not cruel enough to hurt any body, nor do 
I like to be hurt myfelf ; no, no, fon odimis ca|i- 
non let me have the found of a violin, and when 

\ ^9 
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I do Rive the word of commaiid, let it be, hey, 
ftrike up gentlemen mcificians. 

AIR.— Count CouvANSKr, 

Come, fweet mufic, foft and mellow. 

Strike oiF firft with dear viola I 
Ah ! the dulcet violencello ! 

Rolling, thrilling, melt the foul a. 
Sweep the bow, and prefs the firing. 

Oh I the noble contra balTo ! 
Corno, for bright Dian's chace O, 

Bravo ! bravo ! Da capo, Gods ! again. 
Come, fweet mqfic, foft and mellow. 

Again the fweet viola bring 
Gentle Oboe join the Arain. 
Gay accomplished man of fa(hion» 

Form'd fbr pleafure, and to pleafe ! 
Soul awak'd to fofteft paffion, 

Nors'd inelegance and eafe. 

To face the foe and guard the fair. 
To rencontre mon adverfaire. 
Affront, you ma'am! his foul 1*11 pierce! 
Centre db qjuatre^ centre de tierce. 
For my valour is immenfe. 
That is, when we meet to fence. 
Feintc, demi-circle un, deux, trois, 
Jierc, dem'me, I pink him« Ha, ha* ha ! 
To fight 6t dance, I'm always ready. 
Next, to the ball I hand t^e lady« 
Firft 1 glide the minuet. 

Then alons, 

Rigidon. 

Fas de c«t^ 

Trip chafse 
pontre temps battu, pas de deux, 
^riffee, jette, affemble^. 

With foprano. 

Forte piano, 

Violincello, 

Oboe mellow 

Melt the foul 2^, 

Sweet violal 

Corno 
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Corno for bright Dian's chace o, ' ] 

Then the noble contra baiTo, 

Now I*m kind, and now I'm fierce ; 

Now I dance then— quarte and tierce, 

Happy, airy, light and gay. 

Life, I fing, fight, dance away. 

But I rnuft find out where this girl lives. Slip ! 

Enter Slip. 

(/peaks apart to Slip) My milliner's in Taviftock- 
ftreet. Enquire ! my angel was in a white muf« 
lin cloak and green bonnet. 

Slip. rU find her out. Sir, I warrant. [Exit.. 

Roma. But Sir, dis packet may contain fome 
bills from your agent. 

Cou. Eh. Bills, true ! money certainly is con- 
venient, {opens the packet y and takes out a letter) 
Sdcath ! here's a letter from the Czar, I wifli I 
had looked over this before — Let's hear what Pe- 
ter fays, iperujes) ** I Ihali be in London myfelf 
the 30th of May.'* 

Roma. Dis very day, 

Cou* How ! You fcoundrel, why didn't you 
make, force me to read thefe letters before ? 
Here he'll take me all unprepar'd. (^runs aver 
the letter) Oh, confufion! This feems .to con- 
tain a number of commands, I was to have ex- 
ecuted, atnd here I've done nothing. — As the 
Czar's fr iendfhip is warm to diligence and genius, 
fo his indignation is dreadful, where his orders 
are difobey'd. 

{A loud knocking without) 
If that fliou'd — ^ 

Roma. Stop— me Iqpk — I vill fee~* {Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter Footman. 

Cou. Who's that ? fpcak, you rafcal, quick! 
Foot. Why, Sir, he looks like a gentleman^ 
but he — [£jc//. 

£;2/^r Roma DAN owsKi. 

Cou. Who is it ? Speak. 

Roma. Lor, Sir, don't put yourfelf in a flutter, 
he feems a plain fort of a man, come ia a hackney; 
coach, fays his name is Micbaelhoff.' 

Cou. Michael hofF! I don't recolleft any perfon 
af the name— burn the fellow ! why did he come 
with fuch a thunder at the door ? Every knodq 
now alarms me, fome beggarly petitioner I fup- 
pofe, if fo^ fgive him a guinea> and fliove him 
out of doors. [Exit Roma. 

Cm. I muft try to, recover my fpirits. (Jakes a 
guiiar and dances) 

Enter the Czar and Romadanowskx, 

Bjiyma. But I tell you, he cannot fpeak to any 
erne dat' 

Cou. Eh I what's all this ? People dare to in- 
trude. The Czar ! confufion ! {afide) Your Ma- 
jcfty's naofl faithful — {kneels) 

Cssar« My dear Couvaniki, I'm very glad to 
fee you. {Rjmmjneaks off^ the Czar offers his hand 
to Couvanfiiy whorijes) But, pray forget my Ma- 
jcfty now — ^To purfue the dcfign which brought 
me from Ruflia with more freedom, I have left 
mjbibvereignty behind, and have hitherto tra- 
vcird, not as Peter Alcxiowitz Czar of Mufcory ; 

but 
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but plain Mr. MichaelhofF, a private gentleman in 
my own Ambaflador's train. 

Cou. Sir, this honor is fo unexpefted — — 

Czar. Unexpc&ed ! Didn't you receive my 
letters? 

C$u. Oh, yes. Sir j but never yet read one of 
them, {afide) 

Czar. Well, the icariety of commifiions thofe 
letters fet you upon^ gave you full employment 
fince. ^ 

, Cotu None, but what was tranfccndantljrre- 
fraid by fulfilling your Majefiy's commands. 
\bows) But what they were^ choak me if I know* 
{afide) 

Czar. Oh, then you Ve done every Ibingj all is 
prepar'd for me ? 

Cou. Tes; Sir, everything. If I cdnfefs my 
negligence I'ni ruined, {afide) 

Czar. In the hbufe you've taken for me, I 
don't mind fize^ or even couvenience, if it'» near 
the fituation I mention 'd. 

Cou. Then, Sir, it is cxaftly. — He'd have 
it neat Sl James's I foppofe. (ajide) 

Czar. Has it a door of communication with 
tjieyard?^ 

Coil. Juft in Cleveland'-Rotv — ^looks into die 
Stable-yard 

Czar. Stable-yard ! The words of the letter 
were, take a fmall houfe near the Dock- yard at 
lieptford* You know, to acquire a compleat 
knowledge of the fintifli method of Ship<^build« 
ing, is my principal motive for comltig to £ng^ 
land* 



Co^if 
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C9U. Was it faith, then that's 'the track J muft 
follow, {ajide) 

Czar. Therefore Deptford was 

Cou. The firft place ia the world for your pur- 
pofe. 

Czar» Then the houfe— .— 

Cou. Oh, true. Sir — that houfe — but I thought 
you afk'd me about the houfe — that Was — an- 
other I mean — In the town — for tjiinkipg your 
majefty fhould have one in Town too — 1 took— • 
do you like it ? {looking round) 

Czar. What? 

Cou. Ha, ha, ha! your Highnefs is this mo* 
ment in your own houfe and don't know it. 

Czar. How ! 

Cou. Why, this is youi*s, fitted up for your 
M<yefty*s reception: — '— 

Czar. But, I thought nay letter informed you, 
that the Englifh Court had complimented me 
with apartments in Spmerfet houfe. 

Cou. Ob, true, Sir — that to be fure, Somerfct-* 
houfe is a very fine building, and as your paffion 
is ihips and fucb things, there you'll from your 
back window, hav^ a delicate view of tlie charm- 
ing Oars, Sculs, and Coal lighters. — Certainly 
*twas pretty o^ the King to lend — but my regard 
for your dignity — would not fuflfer rc\t — I wifh'd 
you to be as little obliged as poilible from the 
prince to the peafant» nothing's like a mzn'% 
own roof. 

Czar. And pray, did you ? 

Cou. I did, my Lord. 

Czar. What? 

Cou. Sir, that — the— every thing your Ma- 
jefty wi(h'd to have done or undone.— -I fhall ne- 
ver hold out in anfwers. {ajidej ' ' 

SQL. III. R Czar 
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Czar. The letter I inclos'd, how did Commo* 
dorc S\l^ivel receive you ? 

Cou. {qfide) Now, who the devil's he ? — Sir, 
he received me like a man of honor, as he is. 

Czar. I fuppofe then, as I defired, he took 
you the round of Woolwich, Portfmouth, Ply- 
mouth and Chatham. Come, give me a full 
add clear account of thofe places, the date of tho 
Britifh Navy. 

Cou. Lord, I know no more about a Navy — 
{aftde) 

, Czar, 1 had hopes of the Commodore intro- 
ducing me to the feveral Dock-yards, but the 
Newfpapers fay, he's now cruifing in the Chan- 
nel. 

Cou. Is he ? — Then I may venture a ftret^U 
here, (a/ide) 

Czar. But ^ as he efcortcd you, you' ?an in- 
form me of all 1 wifli to know. 

Cou. Certainly, Sir; the Commodore is a good- 
natur'd fellow, he wou'd have brought me every 
where j but T found this Leader of Fleets, com- 
manded by two old Women and an Apothecary 
— from head to great toe'fwathed in flannel— ?• 
the Gout. 

Enter Footman. 

Foot. Sir, Commodore Swivel. ^ [Exis. 
Cou. Eh ! What (hall I do now ? 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 

C7^jr^ My dear Commodore, I rejoice to fc^ 
you out of the hands of the two old women. Ha I 
Com. Old women, your Highnefs ! 

Ccu. 
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tou. I muft brazen it out. (ajide) Ha ! my old 
*rrit;on ! happy am I to fee you again abroad and 
\vell. {Jhakes Commodore by the hand) I hope I 
havn't hurt your poor dear Fingers. 

Czar. Well, you Ve been fighting the Sjpaniards. 

Comk Demolifli*d only fcventeen Galleons, ha, 
ha, ha ! fo civil of the Dons to fail all the way 
to Peru only to bring Dollars for our Jacks to 
knock about the (Ireets of London. 

AIR. — Commodore Swivel* 

- R,oyal; orders givett for failing, 
JSailors n^'er in duty failing, r 

fecund St. lielens boldly baaring, 
Albion's coaft ptoud Spaniard daring. 

Politely pop^ a fmart falute. ^ 

He fufpedis our wifh to flog him. 
Crouds his r^gs, in wake w^ dog himi 
With his ftern chace guns he galls us. 
Raking fore and aft he iiiauls us : 

Rolling billows bring us clofe, 
Pf my iroir pilla a dofe 
' ; . Rapt in fmoak, I fend him ^ 

To mend him. 
' l^iius a montent flrike him mute. ^ . 

' : Now the Throat of battle roaring ! 
Show'rs of Bullets pelting, pouring ! 
Captain's Sword in hand commanding^ 
To the knees in Carnage (tanding ; 

Life for lifci the fierce difpute* 

Cannon loud 'gainfl Cannon ranting ; 
At his gun, poor Jack fee panting ; 
As to lip he lifts the Toddy, 
Off flies head, and down drops body : 
Seas of drink are thine» poor Jack ! 
Main-mails fall, knocks coming hard^rj 
Fillips prove to Britifli ardor. ' 

• Boo;n and Bowfprit fnap like fapling. 
She'd (heer off, all hands for grappling ; 

R 2 Now 
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Now the Crew with one accord, 
Piftol, Cutlafs, {jpring on board ; 

Firing ! finalhing ! 

Cutting I dafhing 
Mifericordc ! ah ! round the Clack ! * 
She's a log upon the water. 
Pity ftays the fword of ilaughter ; 
When the foe ftiall fall beneath it, 
Britiih mercy then can Iheath it : 

Glory led to the attack. 

Czar. My dear Commodore, Vm all impatience 
Co fee your whole procefs of Ship- building. 

Com. Hoift your flag, I obey fignal. 

Czar^ Count, you immediately repair to Chat- 
ham—— 

Cou. To Chathafri ! with the greateft pleafure. 
Sir.— S'death 1 fliall mifs the gii 1. (^a/tde) 

Com. Get under weigh, I'll give you a line of 
iOtroduAion. "^ 

Cou. I thank, ypu my dear Admiral^ I wifli to 
my foul you vtrereiok a Dolphin's back, (qfidi) 

Czar. And in thei^'iy, call at the houfe you've 
taken for me at Deptiord. 

Cou. Yes, Sir.— The t)evil a houfe Tve takert 
for you.— Poft off for Chatham/ and my foul 
with the pretty girl in Taviftock-ftreet! {ajide) 
' I (hall order my horfes, and go directly; I 
wou'dn't negleft the fmallett iota. of your Majef- 
ty's afiairs. Your Highneffes moft obedient 
flavc. [£x/V. 

Com. Ha, ha, ha ! Can this be the young 
Count your Highnefs thought to turn into a fai- 
lor or a foldier. 

Czar. I fear Pve miflook his difpofition, of 
he muft have gone to the wrong fchools for im- 
provement. Infiead of the ingenious gallant 
^oung foldier I expeded^ I find a toying infigni- 

£caat 
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ficant (huffler. He's the only forv of GalHtzin, 
the worthy preceptor of my early youth, and but 
for the grateful affeftion I owe the father, Pd fe- 
verely punifti this young man, for the mifappli- 
cation he feems to have made of his time here in 
England. — But the plans of the feveral forti- 
cations I wrote to yoti about ? 

Com. Hav'nt you brought your engineer Co- 
lonel Lefort with you. Sir ? 

Czar^ No. 1 rais'd him from my foot to my 
heart; he grew Arrogant and ungrateful^ an in- 
fult he gave me his life fliall anfwer for. 

Com. If I can but laih their hearts together 
again, {ajide) I know* a young man of genius, % 
moft excellent engineer. 

Czar. And in what fituation is he? 

Co7n. Little better than ftarving at Deptford, 

Czar. Every reward Ihall await him, if his me- 
rit anfwers your recommendation, fend him to me. 

Com. You fhall fee his works, and if you ap- 
prove of chem you {hall fee himfelf. 

Czar. With fuch a man in my fervice, I may 
purfue my vengeance on Lefort — That divides 
my foul with the defire to find my divine Otto- 
kefa, and the future glory of my Empire. For, 
(cou'd you think it, my friend?) the inflex«i 
ib!e Peter, Arfciter of the rough north is the 
Have of a woman j infpired with the maritinie 
genius of thefe iflanders, a fpark from a radiant 
eye lights in my heart the flame of glory. 

AIR. — Czar. 

The night comes on without a liar ; 
Iloarfe murmurs from the main afar 
V' ^ A warn- 
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A warning fend : 
And as her threats increafe. 
In humble fuit for peace. 
To kifs the angry wave, behold the lofty main-maft 
bend; 
A ftorm ! the roaring winds proclaim. 
The Herald's voice in thunder drown'd ; 
The torrents pour, and fheets of flame 
O'er fpread the dreadful profpeft round ! 
The Ship unruly fcoms command, 
. And quaffs whole feas of brine ; 

The tiller flies the Coxfwiin's hand. 
In one univerfal wreck the elements combine^ 
Be ikies of feas, and feas o^ ikies afraid. 
The galant Tar alone ilands undifmay'd ; 
Nor beats his heart amidfl the general roar. 
But for the lovely maid he left on Ihore. 



SCENE IV. - 

A rural view before Lefort*s houfe. 
• Enter Philip j^^Hllen ever aftyle. 

Fbil. Yes, Nelly, there's our^ houfe — we fliall 
live in a cottage on love, if my miftrefs will hire 
you — But Nelly, you mulln't get leering at any 
of our country lads here, nor anj^of the London 
Iparks, that come out a fowling and hunting. 

Ellen. A pretty girl, like me, is fportfman's 
true game, my gay whipper-in — 

Phil. No, in that cafe, I'll be a gay whippcr* 
out, my dear dee. 

Ellen. Ha, ha, ha ! 

AIR. 
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AIR*. — Ellek. 

Bold Chanticleer proclaims the SiaArn, 

And fpangles deck the thorn ; 
The lowing hrrds forfake the bawn. 

The Lark fprings from the Corn. 
Dogs^ Hunters round the window throng. 

Fleet Ring wood leads the cry ; 
Arife ! the burthen of their fong. 

This day a Deer muft die. 

With a Hey, ho, chivy! 

Hark forward tantivy i ^ 

The Cordial takes it's merry round, ; 

The laugh and joke prevail; 
The Huntfman blows a jovial found. 

The Dogs fnuff up the Gale. 
The upland-winds they fweep along, ' - 

O'er fields, thro' brakes they fly; 
The Game is rous'd, too true the Song, 

This day a Deer muft die. 

With a hey, ho, chivy ! 
Hark forward tantivy ! 

Poor ftag ! the dogs, thy haunches gore. 

The tears run down thy face. 
The hunter's pleafurc is no more, ^ 

His joys were in the chace. 
Alike the fportfmen of the town. 

The virgin game in view. 
Are full content to run us down. 

Then we in turn purfue. 

With our hey, ho, chivy ! 
Hark forward^ tantivy ! 

Enter Ottokesa, with a band-box. 

Otto. How danger and fatigue endear our home ! 
Had the tide fcrv'd, to have returned by water-7- 

* Left by miftake it Ihou'd be imagined, that Other than 
the Author's genuine compofition§ make any part of this col- 
ledlion, it is neceflary here to obferve, that the firft Stanza's 
pf this Song is introduced in other Pieces by the Performers 
witli the words ** Old Towler" fubftituted in place of the 
original " Fleet ilingwood". 

tho* 
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tho' I (hou'dn't have been tired walking, cou'd I 
have come the direfi: path; l>ut I was obliged to 
make the way three times as long, to elude the 
man that I perceiv'd following me — Vm fine he 
was fet on by the gentleman I faw at the milliners. 

PhiL Mils, I've brought you home a new maid. 

Ellen. And pleafe you, Mifs, hearing by Philip— 

Phil. Yes, I told her all that — if this Ellen's in 
the boufe with me, I (ha'n't go rambhng, as we*re 
about entering into the (late of matrimony. 

OUo. Ob, then, this is the yming woman you 
mentioned, well, Philip, if your Ellen's company 
can make you happier, in the name of love, I 
have no objection. [^Exit into the boufe* 

Slip appears at the fide. 

Slip. Then its here (he lives, {looldHgafterOtto^ 
kef a) (lie has led me a rare chace-. 

Ellen. Lord, how that gentleman Iqpks at me. 
{JSbe whiff ers Philips and points to Slip, Philip looks 
aty then Ji ruts up tq him^ takes Lllen by the -h and ^ and 
difplays her to 6 lip.) 

Phil. Then you think (he is ? I'm of the fame 
opinion. 
{^Elkn makes a formal curtfy^ and laughs ^ Philip 

bows and IjughSy then l^ads Ellen into the houfe. 

Slip. (^Looking out) Can that be my malter ! 
on horfeback ! now, except he has had a glimpfe 
of her too, what can have brought him out here 
on the Greenwich road? He' fees me^ and difr» 
mount?. 

Cou. [IVithout) Walk the horfes gently. 

£w/^r Count CouvANSKi. 

So, Sir, I order you to go to Taviftock (Ireer, 
and ht-re I find you almo(l at Blackheath— What 
do you mean by this conduct ? 
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Slip. There, {points to tht houfe) 

Con. The girl ? {in a hw tone) 

Slip. In that houfe ; her home too. 

Cou. But are you fare it's flie I fpoke to at the 
milliner*s. 

Slip. She's in the garden ; you may have a light 
of her over the hedge. [They retire. 

Enter Col. Lefort, from thehoufe^ {looks round.) 

Col. L. My lifter fliaH go no more to town by 
herfclf — that gentleman's purpofe in fp^aking to 
ker, muft hiave been mod diflionorable. Philip ! 
{calls at the door.) 

Phil. (Within) Coming, Sir. 

Col. L. Should the ComnK)dore's efforts to re- 
concile the Czar and mc, prove tin fuccefsful, Imull 
fall in the attempt— dierefore I'll make up what 
money I can of my drawings, and get from this 
houfe as foon as poffible— Cruel fortune ! The 
Czar that now purfues my life, was once my 
friend. 

AIR. — Col. Lefort. 

Ah, what anguifh rends the mind^ 

If the torch of friendfhip dks; , 
Whea we prove a fHend anki»d. 
Cruel doubts and fears acife. 

f'cars, ourfelves have been to blame> 
Doubt 'twas but a fancied flame. 

Take me, regions yitild and drear, 

Fromi a faithlefs world I go ; 
Where no found Ihall mfeet my ear. 
But the Elk thajt pads tlie fnow. 

While we Ihare the beating ftorm. 
His poor breath may keep me warm* 

* WL. in. s Enter 
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Enter Philip, wUh a/mall Port-Foli0. 

Phil. Here am 1| Sir. 

CoL L. Well, you know you're to go with 
thofe to the print-lellef's in Flcet-ftrecr. 

Phi. And whatever he gives me for them— 

CoL L. You're to take, 

PM. Mayn't I take any more? Oh well, I 
won't take lefs. Yonder, Sir, is the fine gentle* 
man's horfes I told you of^ (points out) 

CoL L. There may be feme other defign betides 
that on my lifter — I don't think I can be eafily 
recognizM — I'll venture to reconnoitre a little. 

Uxif. 

PbiL {Calls-after CaL Lefort) Oh, Sir, Sir,l met 
Commodore Swivel on the roadi he alk'd after 
you. — I'll fee if the view of the Deptfprd Dock 
Yard is here, I love to look at it. {Opens the 
Port-Folioj and turns over the drawings) > 

Re-enter Couvaksri and Slip, behind^ 

Cou. Yes, 'tis the very cherubim. Cqfide} 
Slip. That fellow belongs to her. (apart) 
Cou. He may give me fome information. 
PhiL Aye, here it is ! (takes a drawing frm the 
fort'folioy) Lord! How handfome! Ha, ha, ha I 
I'll be hang'd, had I money, if I wou'dn't Fd 
buy it mvfelf, if only for Juftice Applejack's -gar- 
den, and my fweet Ellen's honey fuckle arbour-— 
Ha, ha, ha ! (rolls it up) 

(Couvanfii md Slip advance.) 
Cou, Servant, Sir. 
Phi. How do you do. Sir? 
Slip. Moft obedient. Sir. 

fbil. 
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Phi. Ah ! are you there again^ NeUy ? (winks 
ai sup) Ha, ha> ha ! 

Cou. Good drawings— -(/p^ii irUo the fort-folio.) 

Phi. Perhaps this chap would buy them, and 
&vi& me the tramp to town — feems an afs in pros- 
perity, {qfide) 

Cou. Drawn by you ? 

Phi. I may as well take the credit of them— 
Ha, ha, ha! And do you. really think them fo 
very beautiful. 

Cou. Clever ! very clever I 

Phi. Oh, Sir, you flatter my poor abilities. , 

Cou. Then *twas you drew them ? 

Phi. Yes, Sir. 

Slip. She mentioned at the milliners, a brother 
of her's that draws very well, {apart to Couvunjki) 

Cou, Then this muft be he, between th^m little 
likenefs in perfon or manners, {ufide) What have 
you got there ? {points to the drawing Philip has 
in his hand.) 

Phil. He flian't have t\in—{aftde) Oh, Sir, 
it's only a fcribbled, dawb'd thing. 

Cou. Let't fee. 

Phil. 'Tis not worth your feeing. {Slipjud^ 
denly fnatches it out of Philip's hand^ and gives it to 
Couvanfki. ) 

Cou. {Looking at it) That a clod (hould be fuch 
a proficient in this elegant art. {ajide) 

Slip. Why, Sir, that's the Do^k Yard here at 
Dcptford. 

Cou. It is.— -This fUrnilhes a thought, {aftde) a 
plan of our naval magazine ! This villain's a fpy. 

Phil. Who me ? 

{Couvanjki wbifpers Slip^ who goes off.) 
Cou. You're employ'd by the enemies of your coun- 
try, to give thera intelligence of it's naval ftr«ngch. 

s ^ Phil. 
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Pbi. Oh, me ! my Lord ! 'T wasn't I did tbtm 
-—I was only joking — Ha, ha, ha! (terrified) Vm 
^ mci:iY> ^*^ always joking. Ha, ha> ha ! 

Enter Si.\v, Balllybough, ^ni Footm ak< 

♦ 

Cou. Take him before the next juft ice. 
~ PhiL Qh, lord, thafs Juftice Applejack, he'll 
hang me for fpite that Tve gqt his niece, (fifide^ 
and terrified) 

Cou. Confefs: Are you not a fpy ? 

PAi.NotL 

Cou; Didn't, you go into the Dock Yard,-and 
hide with finifter intentions. 

PhiL I never hide the Minifter's intentions ! 

Cou. Own you've been a Ipy there. 

Phi. I confeis I did take a gieac delight in fpy- 
ing. 

Cou. What ? Speak ! 

PhiL The fine wooden Ladies at the heads of 
thefhips. 

Cou. For which youll certainly be hang'd. 

PhiL Indeed the cunning old woman yefterday 
in the Dock Yard, bid me take care of the rope, 
when I tumbled over a cable. 

Cou. Take him along. 

PhL H61p ! Murder 1 Nejly ! Ellen ! {the. fiot^ 
men force him off.) 

Cou. Here, Slip ! Give thefe twenty guineas to 
the Juftice, and tell him it's only a frolic of a 
man of quality, to frighten this fimpleton. {gives 
money to Slip) Now for my charming girl. 

\E9At into the honje. 

Slip. Thefe twenty guineas (hall be my fliare of 
the frolic, \^Exit. 

Enter 
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Ef^er Col, Lefort, at the fide. 

Col. L. What tumult is this ? Is that Philip 
they're taking yonder? What can the poor fellow 
have done to deferve — But it may be a trap fet 
for me — No matter for my own fafety 5 as my fer- 
van^, he*s undei my protedion, and he lha'n*t 
be ufed ill if I can prevent it. [Exiu 



SCENE v: 

J7ijide of Col. Lefort*s. 

jE^/^r OfTOKESA. 



Oito. Now I'm fafe, and under our own roof^ 
I could almoft laugh at myfclf for the fright that 
infolent man put me into, and yet his mafter 
feem'd a gentleman — qrucl to invade the folitudc 
of our poor retreat, where hope of content makes 
our fuai of happinefs. 

AIR.— Ottokesa. 

Oh, come fweet gentle peace of mind. 

That ever flies the bu2;zing throng. 
In calm feqwefter'd fcenes I'll find. 

And hear thee in the linnet's fong; 
Thou canft enjoy the walk at eve, ' 

On river's banks thou loveft to rove. 
Wit, wine, and courts, ah, wilt thou leave. 

To meet poor me in yonder grove ? 

Without thee, fpring looks blithe in vain^. 

In vain gay fummer clothes the year, ~' 

Or autumn waves her golden grain. 

Or blazing hearth's cold winter chear; • f>ii- x 

Widi 
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With thee the poor have endless wealth, 

ThoQ canft toe Haves hard chahis udbiadj 
With thee the fick can fancy health. 

Oh, come fweet gentle peace of mind.^ 

« 

Enter Ellen bajiily, and frightened. 

Ellen: Oh, ma*am! 

Otto. What*s the matter ? 

Ellen. Do you really think they can hang him 
^orit? . 

Ott9. Who ? heavens ! my brother 1 jf he is dif- 
covered, I tremble for his life, (qfide and agitated) 

Ellen. If this face of mine mould be the caufe 
of a jnan's death, I'll never forgive myfclf— the 
two wicked wretches feized my poor lad, all along 
from jealdufy of me; and if here isn*t the mother 
come in after me. Oh, don't tell him. (Runs 

Otto. The fame that fpokc to me at the miU 
liner's* 

Enter Count Couvanski. 

Cou. Here (he is and alone— Couvanflci, you -re a 
happy fellow ! 

Oito. My wretched brother ! 

Cou. This throws her into my arms, {aftde) 
My charming girl ! I faw the officers take your 
brother away; but tho' by the law of nations his 
life is forfeit, yet I ftake my foul, that thro' my in- 
tereft with certain perfons in power, I procure his 
pardon, if you confenr, my angel, to — n^.ake me 
happy. 

Oito. Ah, Lefort ! now does your poor Otto- 
kefa feel (he has loft your protedtion. {ajide) Sir, 
I thank you for your very generous concern, and 

^ entertain 
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entertain a due fenfe of your very honourable mo* 
'tivcs, but woir^'dn't have you wafte your intereft in 
a hopelefs caufe^ for be alTured, this unhappy pri« 
foncr, deftitute as he is of friends and comfort, 
would fcorn even life, if purchafcd with infamy. 

TRIO. 

Otto, Ah! how diflrcfs'd ! go, I defire it— ^ 

Cou. Par votre mepris ! you do me wrong my dear^ 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 

Com, My pretty pink, what cheer ! 

fley ! what's here a pirate ? 
Otto, Tears flow and bring relief, 

€ou. Such beauty in her grief. 

Com. ril fet you foon afloat. {Jo Ottd.) 

Sheer off young jolly boat. {To Cou,) 
Cou. Gad! if you teU the Czar, {To Com,) 

'Pon life, I'lh fure undone, 
A twinkle from this ftar, 
I'm in a twinkle gone. 
Otto, Let fortune never ftiew. 

Her open hand to me. 
When gifts fhe can beflow, 
IJppn a wretch like thee. 
Com, If at this fwan you rife. 

My dainty fifh, you're out. 
Go, bite at gilded flies. 
My little falmon trout» 
Ottfl, Ah, how diftrefs'd I &c. 

[Exeunt 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

A Room in Col. Lefort^s H§u/e. 
{A trunk open — women^s doatbs, laymgcnacbair.) 

Enter Ottokesa, agitated. 
Otto. {i<^tng at the cloatbs) 

A Y; here my poor Brother was preparing for 
our flight juil as he was apprehended.— -To go to 
him^ wkhout the hopes of his releafe, the fight of 
me mizft only add to hisdiftrefs** 

EnferEtLEn. 

Ellen. Oh, xna'aca^ ma'am, he has got out of 
their clutches. 

Otto. Where is he ? 

Ellen. 
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^lien. Yonder^ Ma'am, he comes ca|>ering and 
iiailoing along the road^ 

Ouo. His misfortunes muft have had an effeOt 
upon his mind. 

£//?»• Here he !$» Ma'am* 

Enfer Philip. 

PAL Oh ! how happy I be ! 

Ellen. MydeareftI {Ellen and PhUip embrace) i 

OttQ. Where's your Mafter ? 

Phi. They have lilm faft enough-— Yet it 
griev*d me to leave tny poor Mafter in the 
icrape, being, he was fo generous to take all the 
harm upon himfelf. 

Otto. Why Ellen,^ didn't you fay my brother 
was releafed ? 

Ellen. Philip, tell Mifs how it was« 

Phu Then, Ma'am as 1 was going— * 

Otto. You ! I meant your maftcr-^Their igno- 
rant liiiftakes but increafe my perplexity — Ifin« 
terefi could be made with the Czar, by Mr. Den* 
telles account, nobody now ftands fo high in his 
favor as a Count Couvanfld. I never faw this gen« 
tleman,' but Mt has the cbarafter, tho' volatile of 
having a humane heart, FU inftantly apply to him* 
Ohi for an ^Angels intenceffion to move the Czar 
to clemency I \J^llen and Philip retire^ 

What viciffitudes of fortune chequer the life of 
my poor brother ! ^ Yet why repine ? Wc may 
yet be happy, and the gloom of Winter prepares 
us for the genial Spring. 

AIR.«>-<Otto£:e$a. 

Without viciffitudes, that give 

To cv'ry fcnfc it'« taftc refin*d» 
.. Tis but to langaifli^ not to liva 

On beds of fofts tho* reclined. 
VOL. itr. T 4tii 
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See tke flecb boand the sew boro^ S|^g to Ineer I 
Hark! how the Birds her infant beauties greet> 
In thls« the joy her bloflbms bring 
Sweet Summer's promif 'd by the Spring. 

Bright hours we've known tho' now forlorn 
Then why kind providence upbraid ? 

At befl life's but an A^Mrirnvu-a 

Poflefs'd in turns by light and iha4e. 

Philip advances. 

Phi: Matter not at home-^all the trunks opea 
^^Hiow other fervants Would take advantage of this 
and ranfack and rummage — (takes out afa cbefl 
a regimental coat) how grand ! they that fecpa fo 
* poor too, to have thefe, and walk about in a drabr 
' coat and thread ftdcbings ; Ndlf defpifes me, 
fince that booted beaur midt love to her — but^ in 
fine feathers, ha ! ha ! ha! If ihe iteas to fee me 
ht this cbat, 1 fufpe€t^ her fong would be, Philip, 
^y boy 5 you're ^ fin€ a bird, as any other Mac« 
eaw, he ! he ! he ! The houfe all jto ourfelve^ 
I will— yes, I wilt-*- 

[Takes the Cloatbs and Exit. 

Enter Ellek. 

Elkn. So miftrcfs is gope for Town again — ^lord 
Bow ihe has thrown all the cloths about ( can thi» 
be a. c%p ? {takes an elegmi hea4'dre/s) Aunt 
and Uncle wou'd never let me g^ to Town to vicv? 
the ladies go to Court, or I ftioud'nt be fo fur- 
priz'd at every new finery Hce-*^feathers ! beau* 
tiful ! then ladies make their heads granc^ with 
what was onci the tail of a great birdi {puts 

it 
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en) He, h^ he ! Kow.wwd'a't ?hi\lip thiffk me 
fome ftrange fowl or other ; deaTj what's this ? 
A fine beau Banian !, Ha, ha, ha! (j>uts if en) 
I wiih I had a fwafii (looks in ihe gJa/x) Czn 
that be me ? How do thefe fine ladies — Let me 
pradice gemility — I fiep back ; muft tak^ care 
not to tread on my tfaing-emrdetry, or down 
I come — Precious ! If that gay gentleman was 
but to fee ntt fiow« 



Fine ladies are accounted fair 

Becaufe trick'd out in fatins, 
I'vi^ trick and fancy whim and air 

Altho* I trot in pattens ; 
I faeer and giggle> ftaqimeri glide^ 

Coquet with dear ^flir tation 
And want of breeding I can hide 

With pretty affedation 
State-chair, ril look fo weft in, 
JHey i -fwinging, wag a taffel 
Ho ! ninky k&axx ikxcb-o 
Bounce ! 
Flounce! 
Nod-dy, bobbo 
Peeping, 
Sweeping, 
Pucking, bridlinj^. 
Slinking, 
Winking, 
Swimming-iidUttg, 
Rackit, 
^Clackit, 
Hoop up, whip it. 
Silks ruHling, 

Footmen bufliingf 
JR^ttoo, tattle, np fbirs trip it, 
UfiQVi there, for my Lady Helen. 

T z My 
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* * • • » . 

My teeth arc wMtc, my eyes arc brighty '^ 

My hair as black as coal is. 
My hands are neat> and very ftraltji 

My leg upon my foul is. 
With teeth and eyes, to charm, furprize« 

I ogle and tee-hee it. 
Bat, for my leg/ tho' King*s ihou'd bcgi 

No, hang me if they fee it* 

Sute*ciiairl'li look fo well in, &c* 

Vm nature's work, nor wool, nor cork> 

Nor alabafter baby. 
Until I wed. Til be a maid^. 

That foona wife, I may be ; 
For this here lace, I think my face> 

La ! looks fo monftrous well in. 
In feathers £ne, I'm quite divine. 

Poor Nelly's now a Helen. 

State -chair I'll look fo well in, &:c. 

Enter Ballybough* 

Bal. I am not certain that this is the houfe ; 
but I think I'd take my oath of it. — Oh, pray 
na'ani, wasn't it from here a young man was 
fcnt to jail about 

Ellen. About a young woman ? 

BaL By my word you've hit it.— That mafter 
has a montKs mind to 

Ellen. Oh, that had him dragged away, and 
then run in after the young woman i 

BaL Arrah! faith! you know all about it«*« 
She's a very pretty girl. 

Ellen. He, he, he ! Oh, Sir, you flatter me. 

Bal. I flatter you ! then for what ? Now, then, 
furc you can't be the very creature? — Well, lit- 
tle Bally bough, youVe not a lucky fellow; and 
I hav'ntadawny bit of a letter for you here ? 
and that's n6t it ? 

ElliM. 
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Mtten^ Lord, what do yoii viaiit, swu ? 

Bal. Hold your tongue, and read it. 

{ pftis a letter. 

EUen. Oh! upon my hpno^r-^lordf it%^ very 
pretty. ^ 

{turns it rmmd^ hokt at the fatdj mtdfuts it im 
her pocket) 

Bal. But you'll fend an anfwer ? 

Ellen. Anfwer i Grte toy comttltfitenta to the 
geifltleman^ and tell hinij^ rm very niuch oblig'd 
to him. 

Bal. Well, faithi thajt'si civil enongii, and des- 
cent, and pretty j buti We fiUy people in Ireland, 
when we receive a ktter^ halve a foolifh cuftom 
of reading it, and writing a written anfwer, 

Ellen. Oh, lord! what fliall I do ? J can't 
read written hand f if 1 ^d Nib, my uncle* 
clerk here, {qfide) Do you know what's written 
in it ? 

BaL Faitlv and how (hou'd I except the paper 
wasglaf^ 

Ellen, {feems to read) "De?ir Nelly, this comes 
to let you know, that all here are in good health 
as I am at preient^ thai^ks be to heaven.'/ 

BaL Mafter's grown very devout, {aftde) 

Ellen. *'Noniore, as thepoftisgoingout." 

Bal. I never knowed before as i was a poft. 

{afide. 
Ellen. " I am your humble fervant 'till death.*' 
Bal. Why, Mift, you Ve the letter up^iidc 
down ; he^ he, )^^\ 

Ellen. O lord ! — I wifh your mafter bad taught 
you better manners, you bumpkin! Talk to 
me of up-iide down I But it's the way of thefe 
low folksj that can neither read nor write them- 

fclvc?» 
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f elves, to envy aod ioterrapt people ^o hxfif si 
little learning. 

Bat Yes but Mifs, I can read, write, and 
cypher, 

Ellen. Vm glad of it, I may get to hew 
whac's in it. (afide) You read! i believe )no 
fuch thing. — Now, there's your mtfter^B letter ; 
that was an old one of my own ; now^ 1*11 tay 
any wager yon ca&'t read even that.^^1 long to 
luiow what's in it. {aftde) Come, kts bear your 
fine reading? 

Bal. I can't read ! Oh, Til fhew you tkat. 
{rmds " Divine Angel, remeonber nothing t>f 
me but my love, tbo' it gave birth totcvery wco0g 
you think 1 may have done you.'* 

Elleu. Oh, that's in frightening me, by drag^ 
ging Philip away, {afidi) 

BaL {reads) " For pity's fake come to me, and 
be the adored wife of the faithful Couvanlki.*' 

Eileft. Wife! Oh, joy ! My fortune's made! — 
But 1 flbould give myfelf fome airs, (afide) H« 
might havefent his coach fcH* me, however deCre 
the Greenwich ftage to flop at the corner of (the 
lane, while I hurry on my things at the toilet. . 

[Exit BaJ/yiough. 
Ha, ha, ha! who could have thought that fuch 
a poor girl as 1 — but if he was to floB me in thefc 
cloaths — Vd clinch my conqueft. Shou'd I take 
them? Miftrefs I think; won't be angry if it 
helps me to better myfelf. 

Mrs. A. (without) Nib, I think we're right. . 

Ellen, li here is'nt' my aunt Applejack, as 
^e turn'd me out, I'll mortify her alhtle. 

Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Applejack. 

Mrs. A. isn't one Ellen in this houfe ? {Elkn 
advamet, and with much rmckfoUmnity makes ijer 
a lowcurtfy) 
Moft obedient, Madarn. intakes a formal curt/y) 

Ellen. Ma'am, He, he, he ! Ha, ha, ha ! Ho, 
ho, ho ! ' 

Mrs. J. Why, arc you my hufband's niece, 
Nelly! 

Ellen, (with affeSed haughtinefs) Oh, I proteft, 
at firft I took you for the china woman. How 
do you do, Mrs. Applejack ? 

M-s. A. Then how do you do, Mifs Ellen, for 
by your fine cloaths, I fuppofe in calling you Mils 
I gave you your new title. — China woman ! pert 
buffey ! 

Ellen. Pray don*t be dHcomfricated — I intend- 
ied Xonje evening, when undifengaged to have 
dropt in and drank a dilh of tea wiih you. Ha, 
iia, ha ! 

Mrs. A* Chin 21 woman. 

Enter Applejack and Nib. 

Apple. Have you feen the girl ? 

Ellen. The Jufticc here too 1 my very kin4 
relations, you turn'd me out of your houfe — It's 
now my turn, but politencfs forbids mc to re- 
turn the compliment. 

V 

Enter Ballybough. 

Bal. Ma*am the coach is waiting. 

EJlen^ 
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Elkn. Oh, my coich is waiting, verjr wdl^ 
adieu, boo foir, fans ceremoDic* 

Apple. But flop. 

Ellen, {returning) My dear friends, I now move 
in another fphere, and this interview is my ulUi- 
matum. 

AIR. — Ellen. 

When I was little, I had a tafte» 

, To jonk it among my play-mates ; 
My height of Joy was to make a feaft 

On Sunday, for all my gay mates ; 
I kept the fweeteft for the laft bit 

When fweet I'd a mind to treat 'em. 
And, iincei my heart goes pit-a-pat-pit^ 
When I think of an ultimatum. 
The words of fafhion, whilft on the wing^ 

By novelty if we rate 'em. 
Of bore, and twoodle, and monHrousj things 
The thing is an ultimatum. 

When grown a woman at dedr nineteen, 

A lad with ogles furvey'd me. 
He fwore he'd make me his little qaeen> 

And compliments fine he paid me. 
Here, take my ultimatum fays he. 

Then kifs'd me, la ! how 1 hate him ; 
^ays I, a, fig for you my lovee. 

If that is your ultimatum. 

The words of fafhion, ^c. 

Tho' at my toilet whole hours I pafs» 

My cap to fet captivating. 
So fits my lover before his glafs. 

On bunch of cravat debating ; • 
Whether we languifh fimper or grin, 

Foi^ charms our fond looks create 'em ; 
Tho' love's the game we play at to win. 

Yet money's the ultimatum. 
This line of latin put in your book, {toJpple*) 

Viduum fapientia patum. 
Here Madam throw a dircerning look. 

This curtfey's my ultimatum. 

lExeu?2l Ellen and Bally hough. 

Apple. 
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• Ajfie. Nib. 

Nib. Yourworlhip* 

jjpple. Rib. 

Mrs. A. Well. 

Atple. That wasn't my niece, my dear. 

Mrs. A. You'd better fay I'm hot you'r wife, 
, ttiyd^ar. 

Apple. Doefn't the proclamation for appre^ 
hending this Colonel Lcfort fay, that he went 
in difguife^ and had fecreted hilnfelf ibmewhere 
here about Deptfofd ? 

Mrs. A. You have hit it. 

Applt. The fellow that took Ellen from our 
garden this mornitig, muft have been the Colo^ 
nel, or he could never have drefs'd her out fo. 

Mrs. At. The hundred pounds reward is as good 
as in your own pocket, if you have but a little 
courage. 

Apple. I have little courage. 

ihrs. A. Then put it forward, and fearch the 
• houie for him. Lud, hufband ! here he comes, 
he has thrown off his difguife and appears i^ow 
as himfelf in his embroider'd regimentals. 

Enter Philip drefs'd in the cloaths he tock out ^Ub 

him^ 

Pkil. Now, Madam Ncll^ — -Gentlemen are 
another fort. of being from Little Philip, Hem ! 
Tol, lol, lol. (fings, marches and ^ruts) To the 
right about, (fuddenfy turnings treads on Afpk^ 
jack's foot) ' I 

Apple. Zounds, that was 'to the wrong about« 
Mrs. A. My dear now be refolute, and take 
him at once, [apart) 

Apple ^ True, but thefe military men are not fb 
VOL. Ill* u eafiljr 
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cafily takeri--^ttc may give mc a curfed fqoeezcf 
in the throttle. 

Mrs. A. Right, my dear, avoid a fcuffle witb 
him, as you've one of your bcft ruffled dirts 
on. 

Phil. Mr. and Mrs. Applejack, Oh ! to take 
Nelly back. Til come the gteat main over them. 
iqfide) 

Apple. You are Mr. Lefort, a Colonel ? 

Phil. I am the— —That Colonel —^ your 
bufinefs ? 

Apple. Something ferious, 

Phil. Oh, your bufinefs is multifarious^ 

Appte. What? 

Phil. Ay ! 

Apple. Eh ? 

Phil. What do you want ? 

Apple. I've only a few compliments to yoa 
from Peter. 

PhiL Peter Wilkins ? 

Mrs A. The King's meflenger has a word with 

yoij. 

Phil. Who ? 

Apple. A gentleman with a greyhound at his 

buttOBL. 

Phil. A button for bis greyhound. 

Apple. In the name of our Sovereign Lord, 
King William the third, you're my prifoiier. 
(^tBUches him) 

PhiL Prifonerl {frightened). FIba ! youmuft 
'be wrong, I don't owe a fixpence ia the world, 
except the guinea for my boots and that I'm 
to pay by a IhilJhig a week^ 

yf/jp/^. To the right about. Colonel. 

Phil. Pho, the devil a Colonel am J— —Eh,'! 
—"wKat— Ma'am — Jullice ! — look, do you for- 
get 
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get little Philip that toot Nelly oflF *^ your 
*^ buChcs, your grafs and your gravel ?" 

Jfple. As for the worthy fpy brought to me to- 
day, ril clap him iiitaprifon. 

PbiL Oh, that's my poor mafter. (^ajide) 

Apple. But you Colonel, as you're a ftate pri- 
foner, I'll lodge you in my houfe, where I'll 
treat you fo civil, and fo attentive, — ^you'll have 
three guineas a day for your table. 

PhiL What thr^ee guineas a day for my table ! 
Oh, ho ! then I am a Colonel and you've found 
me out. 

Mrs. A. Try if he'll advance a little cafh, 
(jipart) 

Apple. Hem 1 Colonel, fuppofe I was fo civil 
as to lee you efcape, coud'nt you leave a couple 
of hundred in my hands, till I fee you again ? 

Mrs. A.^ Confider Sir, your precious lire — I'm 
fure were I ia your circumftaaccs I'd give the 
two hundred pounds with pleafure. 

Phil. That I doubt, for were you in my cir- 
cumftances, you wou'd not be worth two hun- 
dred farthings.' {afide) 

Apple. I fee my good nature's thrown away, 
and the law muft take it's courfe, Colonel, Til 
go prepare your chamber — I muft call aififtance. 
— ^Nib, keep a hawk's eye upon him. {apart) 
Be comforted, Colonel — ^they won't take off 
your head 'till they get you to Peterfburg. 
(^ajide) A fnug reward here— A go n^mon foot- 
pad will weigh forty pounds in the city crain — 
but I'll coop and fatten up this Mufcovy duck 
^till he weighs a hundred. [Exit. 

Mrs. A, {calling after Applejack) Order the Colo- ^ 
ijel's dinner at the tavern, my love. 

y 2 Phil. 



i}f T|IE C?AR PETER. 

Pkil. Tavern dipncr i fo for thctimr I fcaU livf 
like an emperor, and then hpw I'll hamper my lit* 
tie juftice here for falfe imprifonment (ajidi) Since 
youVe difcovcr'd me, I fubmit, but u^ mc Bobly% 

AIR.-— Philip. 

I cotifefs, ina'am^ I'm a great man. 

If rm^prifoner of ftate> man 

Well you muft your prifbn/er xxtc^ , 

Or yo^t tft^ft you'll much abufe. 

Oh, ye Gods I what up retreating ? 

You muft know I love good eating. 

Of hard battles J* ire been winner, ' 

Let me have a decent dinned. 

Oh, ye demons foul and murkv 

Aid mc'l — let there be a turkey* 

Jove decrees I fhou'd be taken, 

with — a little bit of bacon. 

I at head of armies came on. 

At my fide — a jowl of falmon. 

Came and conquer'd with applaufe. 

When I fought with — oyfter fauce. 

Who (hall from me glory purloin. 
When I faced a---roafted nrloin. 
Cut thro' ranks all fierce and maddiih. 
Mounted on my fam'd horfe— radiih^ 
Laurels on my brows were budding. 
Mars himfelf lov'd — a plumb puddinff. 
From my fword foes trembling, pallia. 
Fled for — beet-root in the fallad. 
Farewel honour, fame, and pleafare. 
Cut from — cheefe a bit of Chefhire. 
Of my country the fupporter, 
I plung'd into — a pot of porter. 
Can this nobJe fpirit bear it. 
Without dozens of — ^old claret. 

Take me, jailor to your care. 

Take me to fuch noble fare. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE n. 

Count Couvanski's Houjt. 

Enter tbi Czar. 

Czar. I could almoft fwcar 'twas jOttokcfa 
I faw crofs that ftreet; what could have brought 
her to England? perhaps (he has heard who I 
really am, and • has followed me ! her appc^- 
ance bore the mark of indigence, and her foul 
feemed wrapt in forrow. But for Couvanlki's 
levity, rd fet him to find her out for me. Oh, 
he's returned from Chatham* 

Enter Count Couvanski^^/^JRomadanowski, «^/ 

perceiving the Czar. 

Cou. Charming girl! tho' (he was in too great a 
rage to hear me, 1 thought that my letter and fham 
promi(e of marriage wou'd bring her — (hew her into 
my ftudy — I mult get off the dull of the road. 
{going) The Czar ! S'death ! 

Czar. Well, Count, what news from Chatham? 

Cou. Sir, 1 — true, he fent me to — but meeting 
that Jovely girl has put his whole bu(inefs out of 
my mind, {aftde) What do you fay ? that gentle- 
man, the mathematician is in fuch a hurry for me ? 
{To Romadanewjki) 

Roma. Gentleman ! Sir, didn't I tell you 'twas a 
lady? {apari\ 

Cou. Hem ! get along, you ftudid — 

[Exit. Romadanowjki. 

Czar. Oh ! if it's a man of fcience, pray no 
ceremony with me. {Exit Count Couvanjki) 

Couvanfk. 
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Couvaniki mud: imagine me fimple indeed not 
to perceive the idle trifler, thro* all his buf- 
tling ftiew of bufy importance j how fhall I obtain 
another! fight of my beloved Ottokcfa ? Did 
my brother of Sweden, know the prefent ftate 
of my heart, he'd have no reafon to envy me my 
vidorjr over him at Pultowa, 

f 

AIR. — Czar. 

Charles always bold and booted, 

Scorn'd to ufc a fpur flying. 
With iron head difputed. 

Like a royal foe. 
Stout blows in lufty quarrels ! 

Vift'ry ever dear J>aying ! 
Charles gathered living laurels. 

But for Peter's brow. 

Pultowa muft difplay them, 

Peter fnatch the bright trophies. 
Fair Venus bids him lay them. 

At a lady's feet. 
Which pow'r now proves ftrongeft. 

Strife 'twixt hate and mild love is. 
Does Peter win ,by conqueft. 

Or Charles by defeat? 

Charles, by Bellona battered, s 

And by Mars not well treated. 
All but his honor Ihatter'd, 

By his quick remove. 
Charles, fugitive in Bender, 
Happier far than I feated 
On Mofcow's throne in fplendour. 
He is not in love. 

*Tho' o'er wide realms defpotic. 

My bare nod is all-ruling. 
Yet when not patriotic, 
; Let my power ceafe. 

Home 
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Home comforts, oh, receive me ! 

Foreign fields my hard fchooling I 
Wars fought abroad, oh give me 
V Friendihipy love, and peace. 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 

Com. Well, Sir, Pve been to Deptford on the 
look out, for the young artift, but fear he's got 
among the breakers, and I've engaged a fmalt 
houfc for you, with a door into the dock-yard, if 
you're ftill in the mind actually to work in it your- 
felf — ha, ha, ha ! Pve your drefs ready. — 

Czar. Have you alfo a carpenter's jacket, and 
a fct of tools for Couvaniki ? he fhall accompany 
me. 

Com. Complete, they are in that room yonder. 

Czar. I long to be handling your adze and 
hatchets. 

Com. Ha, ha, ha ! it muft be whijmfical enough 
to fee the great Monarch of Ruflia offering him- 
fclf to work as a fhip carpenter, to littly Billy 
Applejack, the overfeer, I'll tell you what to fay. 

Alk. — Commodore Swivel. 

I 

A (hipwright am I, 
Say, are you inclined Sir, to give me employ. 
My (kill wou'd you try. 

At hammer or hatchet. 

This fift, can you match it? 
JFor work I'm the boy. 

To mallet in Deptford, 

Tho' nothing I get for't. 
Is all my ambition, indulge my fond choicef^ 

Tis honour's defire. 

Then zounds ! blood I and fire I 
For the navy of England, huzza, my brave boys! 

For 
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For a drowfjr Mynheei', 
At Amfterdam wbrHng on grdit and fmsklt craf^i 
Big breeches how queer, 

I fmoke the broad bottiiim« ^ ^ i ' '^ ' ^ 

So eomical thought hiiii> 
Good lord ! ho\f I laaght ! 

At Bred and Toulon 

A joke was my tune^ 
To fee Mdnueur^s fleet of gilt gingerbread toys. 

Hard knocks (hall requite 'en^ 

To build fbips then fight e'm. 
Old England hai Neptune's great charter, my boys^ 

A fJiip on the ^oeks 1 
The Cocknies to fee it, make fuch a damn'd routy 

Sweet maidens in flocks, 

Coihe gigling and gaping. 

With bowing' Snd fcraping 
I hand theih about. 

Fine compliments pay, 
' As we trip the gang-^way. 
From fteerage td cabin how great are my joy's ; 
. Tho' mUte at explaining, 

A kifs fpeaks my meaning. 
For the Navy of* England, huzza, my brave b6ys. 

[Exeunt. 
JB«/^r RoMADAKOWSKi, {looking about.) 
Roma. All gone ! di§ vay. Ma'am. 

Enter Ottokesa. 

V 

My maftcr vill vait on you immediately. [^Ejclt^ 
Otto. Without introduftbn, or recommen- 
dation, to obtrude myfclf upon a gcmlenrian that's 
a total ftranger to me \ but my brother's danger 
even juflifies indifcretion — If I cap prevail upon 
this benevolent nobleman to intercede for him 
with the Czar, then indeed I may treat the bafe 

propofals 
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propofals of the unworthy wretch that dar'd to a& 
front my diftrefsi with a contempt they defervc. 
^loiksQUt) I tremble with aWe^ doubt and anxiety. 

£nter Count Couyanski^ and Romadanowski. 

Cou. Yes, 'tis (he ! my letter has brought her. 
{afide) Are you furc you faw his Highnefs go 






out 

Roma. Gone vid the Commodorej my Lor, I 
beard the door flap this minute. 

Ceu. Give me nptice of th^ir return^ 

[£xif Roma. 

Otto, {with timid confufion^ Jcarcely looking at the 
Count) Sir, pardon the liberty I take in imploring 
your compaflTion in behalf of an unhappy man, 
who, tho' once rich in the efteem o f - 

Cou. My fweet creature, no apology. 

Otto. How ! {looks at him) Is it ypu. Sir ? Am 
X wrong in the houfe ? 

Cou%, Ko, youVc very rights this is my houfe. 

Otto. Your*s! I came to Count Cou vanflci. 

Cou. My love, I ^now you come to me j X 
happen to be Count Couvanfki. 

Otto. What a miftake } {aftde) Is it poffible 
you can be the generous favourite of the noble-' 
minded Sovereign of Ruffia ? You, the friend of 
woe; who cou'd meanly take advantage of diftreis 
and make your power to do good, the very 
agent of your vices ? 

Cou. My dear, when I fet your brother at li- 
berty, you'll be in better humour with me— Th4 
Czar inQfts I ihall attend him to Deptford, and 
then I (hall releafe your brother. 

Otto. Sir, tho' his liberty is what I dcfire mod 

VPL. ax, X on 
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on ekrth, yiet 4 favor fr6m you I never wlH ic^ 
ccpt, 

Cou. Why my love, ^1 my conduft before J 
fcnt you that letter, was a device of mine.— 
What angelic traits! Oh, xny goddefs, if Jrou 
wou'd but hear me. 

AIR.— Count Coovansici. 

I know not which to praife, fweet Mifs^ 
Your air, fiiape^ voice or feature; 
. But the poor tout dire i^ this. 
You're all a killing creature. 

Coach'd belles for me fcrambling. 
On foot, the' you're ambling -, 
They nod " how d'you," 
You run, bow td you ; 
Spite of laughter^ 
I run after 
Like Phoebus, my wiftes on £re ! 

The pow'r of blifs to you is given, 

Mon Ange, 'pon reputation ; 
With hopes, my foul may ireach its Heav'n, 
I pay you adoration. 

At your feet. Ma'am, left I die. 
With foft pity caft an eye; 
Voice fo thrilling. 
Eyes how killing; 
Bofom panting^ 
Touch enchanting, ♦ 
Without thee. Oh Gods ! I expire. 

JEnter Romadanowski, {with ft)ipwrigbt^ s ckath), 

Roma. Sir, Sir, dear my Lord, I was Wrong— 
I find the Czar is not gone out — The Commodore 
defired me to give him thefe cloaths. [Exit. 

Cou. *Sdcath! If he fees the lady-^this way> 
(joints to a room) 

Otto. 
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Otto. No, Sir J I'll retire as I came in. 

Cou. He may meet you — Now do ftep in there 
if you love me. , 

Otto. Oh then I certainly will, {ironically) 

Cou. My moft cruel charmer! Have you no 
regard for a fine young fellow's life ? I tell you, if 
this barbarous maftcr of mine finds me gallanting 
here with the ladies, inltead of niinding his affairs, . 
when he gets me back to Mofcow, he*ll certainly 
give me the knout, and pack me to Siberia — 
Dem'me; if he'd matter taking off" my head with 
a — Do ftep in there, (^pointing to the door^ at 
which) 

Enter the Czar, {with a hatchet in his hand.) 

Cou. The devil! {Exit. 

Czar. This the Mathematician ! 

Otto. Michaelhoff^i 

Czar. It was ! It is my adored Ottokefa ! Tell 
me; my love, how? what? I've fo many quef- 
dons, that, all crowding, ftop my utterance. 

Otto. To meet you in England, in the houfe 
of this Count ! 

Cz^r, But^to find you here, gives me great 
furprizc. 

Otto. Likely you knov/ the Czar Peter ? 

Czar. Me! Nor-Oh! yes, I have been prc- 
fented — have you any favor to alk ? 

Otto. The life of my brother. 

Czar. But ypqr acquaintance with the Count 
here ? 

Otto. I came to folicit his intereft— But why did 
you leave Dantzic fo fuddcnly ? come, fiow, wastx't 
there a Lady' in the cafe ? 

Czar. H^, ha, ha! Is it poflible, jealoufv can 
form any part in the compofition of my Ottokefa ? 

X 1 Ott0s 
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Otto. Jcaloufyl 

* ■ * ' '" 

AIR.— Ottokesa* ^ 

I^ fain a(k yOu jI tlii8> h«t in fteps a that* 
Ah I why did y<Hii tnutnt^ mF^y from me go? 

Yet not that I'm CBnous* Imtsnfixcly £&r chat« 
^Tis only no l»na to kao^ it yon know. 

What Lady detak'd yott ? li'mitirr fto^as fair> 
Much uUer tban 1 8m> perhat» fnll as low ? 

No bafinefs of mine* tis> what colour h^r Juir* 
'Tis only, no harm to know it you know* 

Pray w;Cs ihe demure, or coquetifhly gay ? 

The voice of a Cherub* ox niay b^ {o, fo ? 
Her eyes> I Aos^ttJ^ whether hazel or grey> 

'Tis only no harm to know it you know. 

3ut one tUng* Oh ! tell me» no more then impart^ 
Did'H give her what was not your own to beflow; 

Tho* fare you'd not venture to give her your heart« 
'Tis only ho harm ^o know it you know. 

Gbrtie, you (hall fee this dear brother, from my 
charafter of you he lungs to know you. 
C^iar. But where is he ! 
OUo. Confin'd at Deptford, 
♦ Czar, The very place I was this inflrant going 
to— The Czar*s prcfent darling objcft is to build 
a fleet of his own in Ruflia; and a friend of mine 
has advifed me to learn the art of Ihip-bui]ding> 
as the fureft method to recommend mylelf to his 
notice. Be comforted, for take the word of vour 
Michaelhoff, if his life depends uppQ the C2ar 
Peter, your brother fliall not die, except he's un- 
worthy to live. ^ 
: Otto. Then you'll meet me at his prifon. • 
Czar. Moft certainly. 

JDUfiT. 
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DUET. — Czar and Ottokesa* 

Cscar. Should worMIy car« oppreffi^g> 
Encircle us with woes ; 
Wilt thou, ;niy eatthly bltflh^i : : ; - 
"'^^Thtft footi^ i&9-fOircpo(e^'(' \i\ y [ ;, '-. 
0//». LiE^ fortune's <:klMrai ^iier,r: I :^. ' r 
Whea tdchtft ftali di^crt^^ on y no < i 
We've that muft laft for cvcr> 
The tr«l(ftre^fthehdaIt«^ 1. \ 

Csuir. Z^t Montre|i^0rtt]e ftmationi^ t . . 
O//0. Oay Belles timxt^Adniiratioiir io , : ;. 
Czar. Theifoldier thii^ Jot iplary*^* ; 

Om. The thoughts of cloyftcr'd veftal. 

Czar. And ho tf^ Mt oils rave rf Whig and Tory, 

Otfo. Contihe'd ^f thy aJFedkm— ^ 

Czar. Theirjoyi are poor walnc^ 

Otto, Their joys are poor to mine. 

Jifitif. To guafrdian love's protedion^ 

Th6 coming hihir^ refign ; 
Wh^t blHs to make eleaioii> 

Where love and truth Combine. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE UL 

A Prifon. 
ColohrlLztokt di/cvwr'd reading a newjpafer. 

» - 

Oil. L. Tho' this wife Juftice has imprifon'd 
me for a fpy, I hope, before Fm freed, he won't 
difcover me for the Colonel Lefort, that the reward 
is here ofFer'd for ; I'm on the rack to know whatf $ 
become of my fifter. Ah ! her mind runs upon her 
abfent Michaelboff^ thank Heaven^ I am fo far 

happjr 
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happy, that Ipv^e hasn't thrown, in bis dart to aug- 
meot my diftreflTes. 

AIR— Col. Lefort. 

The powef that formed the fauinan mindy 

And ^ve creation birth ; 
Each Dair of h«xrtt» onamoiild defign'd. 

And bade them fly to earth. « 
Sweet fympathy I Sharp thorns remove> 

That ftrew the paths of life ; 
Fond heart$^ go blefs with mutual love. 

The hufl^and and the wife. 

They cleave the i£ther Me by fide, 
^ But in the tracklefs way ; 

Ah, lucklcfs pair ! they fpon divide. 

And fi^om each other ilray. 
The partne;: dear, again to find, 

A ^pleffing feldom given ; 
So where they caii, they match «x«l bind; 

A chain ne'er made in Heaven. 

Beyond thy firft all wife decree. 

Extend the gift benign ; 
Oh, gracious power 1 Point out to me. 

The kfia«t ficft made with mine. '^ 

Some Angel fay, what gentle fair. 

Has lodg'd it in her breaft ; 
In pjty fpeak^ for only there. 

Can iny poor heart find reft. 

My Sifter! 

Enfer Ottokesa. 

. Oho» My dear Brother, do you think I forgot 
you in the hour of calamity ? IVe laid a train of 
irttereft wit|i the Czar, for your releafe. 

CoL L. Then you innagine I've been appre-^ 
hended on his proclamation ; Philip might have 
told you 'twas to clear him when he was taken up 
with my dra^vings'for a fpy. - 

^- • Otto. 
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OiU. My fears have 46d me into an error in- 
deed; however, 1 think MichaclhofF will even free 
you from this — He's here in £ngland» in the fer- 
vice of the Czar. 

CoL L. {Alarmed) Indeed! then I hope, as he 
knew you in Dantzick only by our affumM name 
of Melzoff, you did«*t tell htm who I am. 

Otto. iNlo, bccaufe I luppos'd he knew it al- 
ready. 

Col. L. That's well, he might, with all his pro* 
fefs'd love to you, fcize this occafion to win the 
Czar's favour, by facrifieing me to his refentment. 

Enter Turnkey. 

Turnkey. Ma'am, a gentlenlan enquires, I Tup* 
pofe it's for you. ^ 

Otto. 'Tis MichaelhofF (apart) Shew him in. 

[jExit Turnkey. 

Col. L. Hold! perhaps fome emiffary from the 
Czar, come to examine my pcrfonj but if it 
fliould be he, don't, in the fond moment, tell him 
I'm Lefort. [Exit Col. Lefort. 

Otto. Well, till you give me leave. 111 not re- 
veal you even to the man, whofe heart is truth 
and honour. 

Enter The Czar, 

How kind ! 

Czar. My charming Ottokefa, Commpdorc 
Swivel has cnquir'd into the nature of your bro- 
ther's affair. It's all a frolic of fome young noble- 
man ; but I can neithee fee wit or humanity, in a 
jeft that gives another (even a feeming) affliftion. 

Where's 
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Whereas jrour brother, I long to be introduced to 
him. 

Om. Mf detr, my befl: MichatlhofF! Tmnow 
not aiham'd to own ind^ 1 love you. — Ab, when 
laft we parted at Dantzick— 

AIR. — Ottokesa. 

How bitter the moment with thofe we hold dear. 

When exchanging the tender adieu ; 
I followed yon far with my eyes, when a tear> 

Hid the objcft I lov'd fi-om my view. 
I penfive retir'd to forget yon, aih vain ! 

I found folitude cheriih'd defpair ; 
In company foo|;ht a relief from my pain>> 

Your dear image ftill followed me there. 

Thro' Groye Mead and Garden I varied the fcene» . 

With fond hope fome repofe I might find ; 
But ftili a lov'd fpot where together we've beeni 

Some lov'd incident brought to my mind. 
When I mufe in the Grove there I fee my poor name. 

That you carv'd on the rind of a tree ; 
In the Gbirden I'm charm'd with a rofe-bufh, the fame 

Whence a flower you prefcntcd to me. 

I range thro* the meadows attended by Tray, 

Once yours, his affedion is proved ; 
And my Linnet's fweet pipe can bleft rapture conveyr 

When it carrol's the tune that you lov'd. 
By Moonlight I walk, I enjoy her mild rays. 

And this heart foothing fancy purfue ; 
I think at the inftant whilft on her I gaze. 

She then may be look'd on by you. 

Czar. To rcftore your tranquillity gives me in- 
finite delight, (looks on a piSlure banging from O/- 
iokefa's neck) I've fcen thefe features— Eh ! the 
face of that traitor Lefort — Ottokcfa, do you 
know him. 

Otto» Do you think Lefort a traitor ? ^ 

Czar^ 
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Czar, An audacious rebel, that could infult 
Ills Sov^eign, and then dare not abide the punilh- 
mcnt of his crimes •—A fecret lover ! 

Otto. No, you wrong hinn and me. 

Czar. Deliver the lurking mifcreant to my 
vengeance. 

OUo. Your's ! why, what has he done to you ? 

Czar. — — 1— 1 don't mean mine, but, 

as a loyal fubjeft, to prefent him to the indigna- 
tion of my injured mafter. 

OUo. You're in an error. 

Czar, Can your brother be privy to this ? Does 
he know Lefort ?-^Likely he has given harbour to 
theaiSaffin, who, I am told, only now (kulks for 
an opportunity to ftop the hand of juftice, by a 
murder on his mafter that raifed him to the digni- 
ty he's difgrac'd. * 

Otto. /Your zeal for the Czar hurries you to an 
inhumanity, that I thought a ftranger to the 
breaftof my gentle Michaelhoff, {iveeps) 
' Czar. Tell me wher^'s Lefort. 

Qito. Idiefirft:. 

Czar. As I promis'd there's your brother*s dif- 
charge — I muft love you, Ottokefa, but farewell 
for ever. [Exit. 

OyARTETTO. 

Otto. {^looking after the Czar) Oh flay, rafh lover ! do not 

leave me ; 
In fmilcs return, once gentle youth \ 

Tm faithful ftill, oh! yet believe me : - 
He flies, (alas!) the voice pf truth. 
Fatal fecret ! thee concealing; 
All my hopes of peace are croft j 
Sad alternative ! revealing. 
Sure a Brother's life is loll. 

VOL. III. y Re-enter 
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Re-enter Colonel Lefokt and Jailor, 

CoL L, Left in tears ! {looking at Qtto) 

Enter Mrs. Applejack. 

Mrs* A, Where's our prifoner ? 

{Colonel Lefort retires: 
Re-enter the Czar. 

Czar. Falfe Maid ! one word and then adieu, {to Otto) 

Mrs. A. This a ftrange place, Mifs, for you. [to Otto) 

Otto. Ohfpeak! {to tH^e Czar) 

Col. L* Shall I become an abjedl lifl'ner ? 

Mrs. A. {to Otto) You'd fee the fpy? I want him too. 

Cxar. {to Otto) Accept this trifle, think me true, {gi'ves 

• Otto apurfe) 

Otto. I fcorn! {flings it aiuay) 

Col. L. By heavens he fhall not wrong my Sifter ! {afide) 
Mrs. A. He flung this at her. {takes up thepur/e) 

How lucky it mifs'd her. {puts it in her pocket) 
Here you 

Turnkey, {calling) Turn him out. (looking at 
the Czar) 
Otto. MichaelhojfFl 
Mrs. A. You Turnkey ! 
CoL L. Ottokefa ! 
Otto. . With love, fear, hope and doubt. 

The conflidl rends my breaft. 

TRIO. 

Czar. 

And muft we part ? Oh fate fevere ! 
Love's chains in prifon bind me; 

I'd fly to peace, and yet I fear, 
I leave that peace behind me. 

Mrs* Ap- 



% 
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Mrs. Applejack. 

A chirping glafs of wine Ihall chear 
Your friend, pray Mifs do mind me, 

A boon companion, you my dear 
Shall o'er a fla(ket find me. 

Colonel Lefort. 

The voice familiar's to my ear. 

Of this her haughty lover; 
To fee his face too, but I ftar. 

Left I my own difcover. 

Ottokesa. 

How diftreft ! 

Retire ! {apart to CoL Lefort) 

Colonel Lefort. 

Thcfe glowing cheeks my fword upbraid. 
To fee thee wrong'd fweet helplefs niaid. 

Czar. 

Paffions rage with warring clangour, 
Juftice! every wifli controul; 

Love, or jealoufy, or anger. 
Still let honor fway the foul. 



t 



All. 

Paffions rage, &c. 



\Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

The King's Dock-yard at Deptford. 

£«/^r Commodore Swivel and Mr. and Mrs. Ap- 
plejack, of pofite fides. 

Com. S. Come, come, Mr. Applejack, wc 
mull now pipe all hands, work double tides — 

y 2 ten 



I ! 
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ten (hips to be p^t into commiffion ; befides 
here's the Emperor of Ruflia come to take a 
view of our (hipping. — Have you ever feen the 
Czar ? 

Jpple. No, tho* Vm told he*s every where. 

Com. S. Ay, tho**the moft diftingui(hed cha* 
rafter on earth, his ambitipn is to be unnoticed 
in a croud, {walks tij)) 

Mrs. A. Are not all the workmen booked yet, 
my love ? 

Ji'pfle. My dear, we're (bort two hands. 

Mrs. A Yon tall man's a carptnter, if he 
w ants work, why don't you call him to book ? 

Apple. Holloa, matter ! 

Com. S. Here the MQnarch of Ruffia connes to 
labour like a handy crafts man. — Let the Kings 
around him be robed in Majefty— r-l be true glo- 
ry of the Great Peter's humble carpenter's jacket, 
(hall tranfmit his adions to pofterity with fplen- 
dour and admiration. 

« 

Enter the Czar, m jhipwrigMs dr^Jt^ "u^iih tools ^ ^Cs 

^ Apple. Are you a carpenter I 

I C:s:.ar. No Sir, I'm a Shipwright. 

Apple. Wife, this is a ikucy Jack. 
Mrs. A* No, I think he's a fine man. 
• Apple. The fellow has large bones, but the \\\^ 

tie men are fo nimble. 

Mrs. A. What country pray ? 
Apple. Aye, Where are you come from ? 
Czar. Finland. 

Apple. Your hands might, for they are ^ike 
the fins of a grampus. — he looks ftrong. 

Mrs. A. No he don't, my dear; thefe tall 
men are mere wifliy-wafhees. — Now here's Muf- 
cle. {pointing to a tall large made carpenter). 

Apple. 
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Jpfle. Aye^ here are joints well knit, yai^ aro 
not ftrong enough for the work of this yard^ 

qUARTETTO. 

P«^r« The Throne of Britannia's the ocean. 
She fmiles fweet, ferene, and majeftic. 

Her great floating caftles in motion^ 
Secure her each comfort domeftic ; 
Her Bulwark's a ftout man of war. 
Her guard is a bold Britifli tar. 
Com. S, See the oaks of the foreft tranfplanted 

into tall men of war, here they're growing, 
Mrs, A, Big nothings like you are not wanted^ 
^pple. To Finland tall cock, with your crowing. 

Our work is for much fmarter lads. 
So hop with your hammer and adz. 
Idrs, A. Look around! hark the found ! 'tis viftorious ! 

Hammer clink ! hatchet chop ! chiffel chip \ 
Com,S, To Britons what fight half fo glorious. 

As a Man of War, launched from the flip, 
The carpenter's mallet goes knocketjT 

knock. 
The fcrews all fly out, and away goes the 

block, ^ 
She glides like a fwan to the Thames, 
from the Dock. 
Czar, No employ, then my hatchet there lie, 

{Strikes his hatchet into a block ofnvood. 
Deptfor<J Yard, and Old England good bye. 
Apple. That there feems an excellent Hatchet, 

Strong George, {to the carpenter) If you pleafe^ 
prithee reach it ? 
{The carpenter makes federal fruitlefs attempts to pull -it out, 
quits it, turns, looks at the Czar ivith ivonder, thenfneah 
into the croud,— The Czar, ujing hut one hand, plucks the 
hatchet out, and prefents it to Applejack.) 
Com, S A Bull dog to bite Frencivor Spaniard ! 
^pple^ A MaftiiF to guard the King's Tan yard ! . 
Mrs A, With me, dear Sir, will you drink tea ? 
Apple, Wil't hammer ? 
(Jom*, S Go cruizing with me ? 

(!zar, I'll hammer, drink tea, go crui2ing ^y^ith thee. 

i^Exit th^' Czar. 
Apple. 
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Apple. Ob, here comes another to be hired. 

Enter Count Couvanski in fiipwright's habits 

carrying loots, &€. 

Mrs. A. Heavens, wbat's this ? 
' Com. S. Ha> ha, ha ! Let's fee how the Count 
will behave? \afide) 

App. You're not a carpenter ? 

Cou. (ajide) You've a devil of a gucfs. Sir. I 
have the honor to be a very neat mechanic, 

Apple. Certainly you're a very neat fellow-— 
but I think you could make a ralberry tart, bet- 
ter than a man of war. 

Cou. Whyfomething in the Menzikoflr cut in- 
deed, {admiring him/elf.) 

All. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Cou. {^dif concerted) The Czar to bring me into 
this ridiculous fituation ; he'll only get himfelf 
found out by it. {afide) 

Apple. And where are you come from ? 

Cou. From Kenfington Gardens, (bows) 

Mrs. A. But my dear the young man may be a 
carver; fmart at ornamenting the cabin of a 
yatch— -So pretty when we've company to drink 
tea on board. 

Cou» Yes, ma'am, I can carve and gild. 

Apple. Ay, and paint too, if one may judge 
from your face. — ^Wife, he has a fine head, for 
the ftern of the Sunday- Frog— -Here's a mallet 
and chiflel, let's fee how you handle them, my 
fpruce mechanic ? 

{Qouvanjki cuts and chips the mallet with the 
, cbijfel. 

AIL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter 
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Enter Nib.. 

Nib. (apart to Applejack) Lord Sir, this Co- 
lonel Lefort your new ftate prifoner is making 
fuch a noife for his dinner the houfe can't hold 
him. 

Apple. The houfe (hall hold and keep him faft 
too : but my dear you'd bcft ftep over to the 
tavern, and defire them to make hafte with his 
dinner, for I begin to be a little hungry myfelf, 

[Exit Mrs. Applejack. 

Cou. Since Tm come here to Deptford, I'll fet 
my charmer's brother at liberty, and leave the 
cleaving of timber to his hard-fifted Czar-fliip. 
{aftde) 

{thejbip launched^ Jhouts and acclamations.) 

AIR, GLEE. 

Noah built a mighty fhip, 

Happy he o'er mountains faifd, 
'Till he drank out all his flip. 

Then his noble courage fail'd ; 
Bade the dove go fetch a fign. 

That water then no more did fpout* 
Took the olive for a vine. 

Or he'd ne'er have ventur*d out. 
Noah firft of fhipwrights ftaunch. 

Laid a keel and chiflel'd thus ; . 
Broke a bottle on the launch, 

Prefs'd the grape and drank like us. 

[Exeunt fever alty. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Applejack's Houfe-^A Table laid. 

iinter Mr, andlJiK%. Ap^lejack^ fever ally 4 

Apple. Well, my lovely Winny ? 

Mrs. A. My dear, I've been over to the tavern 
•■^The Colonel's dinner will be here prefently. 

Apple. Since I brought him here, he*s like a 
young magpie, all gape and gobble, (^looks di 
the labels on the bottles) Latore, Frontigniac, Cal- 
cavella. Hermitage — Wife, he fhall not have as 
much wine as he choofes to fwallow. 

Mrs. A. Yes, but he Ihall, my love. The 
greater bill he runs up the more money we lliall 
make of him ; for if it was ten times as much 
the king of Mufcovy will pay for all. 

Apple. Then I'll fwallow as much as 1 can to 
make his bill double. — Ay, it's all this high feed- 
ing and rich wines that make your gentlemen 
run fo devilifhly after the women — I defire you'll 
keep as much as poflible out of the Colonel's 
way, Mrs. Applejack, for I could never bear to 
fee him even kifs you. 

Mrs. A. See! rfo, I fuppofe you'd have the 
manners to walk out of the room ; but don't 
fear; a man, in my mind, is a mere wooden 
poft when I think of you, my dear hufband. 

Apple. That's a very pretty compliment., 

£;2/^r Philip. 

ThiU What's the meaning of this, when do I 
dine? 

N 

\ Apple. 
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^j^le. It*8 coming your honour. 

Phil. What is a man of condition like ^e to 
wait, 'caufe I am a prifoner ! — No table ready 1— 
ril make intereft to be removed to the Tower, 
Do you hear ?—ril have two courfes to-day^ 
and (ee that there's plenty of olives and roafted 
cfaefnuts with my claret, and while I fmoak my 
pipe, Juftice you'll read the newfpaper to me ; 
and in the evening over my coSee your wife will 
iing me a fong. 

Re-enter Mrs. Applejack and Waiters^ with co^ 
versy which they lay on the Table. 

Mrs. A. Colonel, pray be feated. {Jhe begins to 
carve, Philip Jits) 

Enter Count Couvanski in his own cloaths. 

Cou. (a^e) Now to releafe my charmer's bro- 
ther — Eh ! is this he — a Colonel's uniform !-^ 
(afide) Sir, your fervant, I conclude I have been 
under fome miftakf as to your rank in life, and 
beg you a thoufand pardons for putting you in 
this difagreeable fituation. 

Phi/. Sir, no apo],ogy, my fituation is quite 
agreeable. 

Cou. I come to make atonement and to take 
you from it. 

Phil. Pray Sir, don't give yourfclf that 
trouble. 

Cou. (to Applejack) Get his hat. 

PhiL What do you w^mt with n^y hat ? 
—rCfiu- I come to give you freedom Sir. 

Phil. Give ! I think you take a deal of free- 
dom. 

VOL. Ill, z Cou. 
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Cou. Quick ! it's my only meus to saake it 
up with my lovely creature. 

PbiL So, i mufn't diac, *caufc you njake up 
to lovely creatures ? 

Ccu. Why, what the devil Sir, don't you wifh 
for liberty, come along man. 

Mrs^ A But he fliaTi not come a long rnao. 

Jffle. No, nor ihoirt man. 

Phil. That's right niadam> Juftice keep me 
faft. {eating) 

Apple^ He's my prifoncr, and I ana anfwerablc 
for his body. 

Pbil. Ay, take care of my fine body — remove 
that difh, I ordered no calve*s head at my table. 
(hoking at Count Couvanjki) 

Cou. Piha! my dear tellow, come. 

Jpplc. But he Ihall not go out pf this houfe, 
but by an ord^r from government. 

Cou. Demme ! what do you mean ? nriy word 
is the order, and myfelf the government. 

jipph. ril let you know, that nobody orders, 
here but me ; and I am in this, my caftle, the 
Governor. 

.Cou. Caftle ! ha, ha, ha I— rildefirc my foot- 
man to hang up your caftle in xwy porter's lodge, 
and my cook (hall cram the governor into a mar- 
rowbone ! 

Apple. Cr^m a Juftice of peace iijito a marrow- 
bone! 

Mrs. A. A refcuc ! 

Cou. 1 tell you *twas I put him into cuftody, 
and by Heaven I will now take him out of it. 

Apple. An accomplice ! why by the Lord this 
is the minikin fhipwright. — Oh, oh 1 1 fee now, 
what brought you into the JDockyard, an in- 
cendiary, 
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'cendlary, his fingers are brlmftone matches^ and 
his ikuU a tinder box. 

Cou. Come along. 

yipple. Touch him at your peril. 

CoUf The man dies that prevents me. 

jlpfle. Whereas your Habeas Corpus ? 

Cou. Here, (fakes oat apijlol) and my Habeas 
^mimam. By Heavens, Sir! if you don't in« 
Itantly come to your fifter that loves you 

Phil. Lhave no fifter, and I love a turkey.-—. 
l)on't remove me 'till the cloth's taken away, 
—1*11 die before I quit my dinner — Juftice fave 
me a flice — Ma'am — Death and hell^ fpar^ me 
the merry thought. 

Cou. Come along. 

\Excunt. 



£ND OF THE JS£COKD ACT* 
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ACT IIL 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in Count CouvANSKi'is HoUje. 
Enter CouNt Couvanski, Philip, and RpMAi 

DANOWSKI. 
COUVANSKU 

Y0U*RE welcome. Sir. 

Pbil. I am a man of genius,^ and you ihouM 
not have taken me from my dinner. 

Cou. My dear friend, a thoufand Pardons. — ' 

{whiff ers Roma, ivbo goes off* 
We ihall dine at fix. 

FbiL And now it's only two, confound your 
faihionable hours, I (hall eat my gloves ; cou'dn't 
you give a body fomewhat, juft to pafs away the 
time? 

Enfer Slip. 

Slip, {apart to Cou.) Sir, thcre^ the Juftice 

below 
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below making a riot about the gentleman you 
forced from his houfe. Exit. 

Cou. If the Czar hears him — {aftde) Sir, ftep 
in there. 

PbiL Juft fend me in the leg of a fowl. 

Cou. You (hall have a whole o{lricb« and keep 
your mouth (hut. 

Phil. I (hall have no caufe here to open my 
mouth. 

Cou. Go in, {fujhes htm in) 

Enter Applejack. 

Apple. So Sir^ Where is he ? I can break 
open doors. — I've found out who you are ; I'll 
fee if your Czar of Mufcovy bids you pluck a 
prifoner from a bed of juflice^ as if you were 
pulling up a turnip. 

Cou. My dear friend don't make fuch a noife. 

Apph. I am a Jullice of Peace and will make x 
noife, 

Cou. If the Czar hears you, I'm undone. 

Apple. Arc you ? how dare your lordfhip refl 
cue my prifoner ? Who's now to be cram'd into 
a marroW-bone. {very loud.) 

Cou. Hu(h ! why man 't%ias I that feiz'd him 
for a piece of humour. 

Apple. You, you feized Colonel Lcfort* 

Cou. {aftde) What 1 the Clod I have within 
here, the accomplilhcd Coloucl Lefort ! 

Apple, You'd defraud me of the hundred pounds 
for taking him. 

Cou. I'll give it you, and be quiet, 

Apple. Do. 

Cou. I haven't fo much about me now : but I 
pledge my honor 1*11 fend it to you. 

Apple. 
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Apple. YouVe not fo much of that to Q)ire, fo 
ril be content with your note. 

Cou. You Ihall have it, but prAy go, 

Apple, {afide) I'll make more of this — but 
Where's all the fees. 
* Cm. I'll pay them. 

Apple, (going returns) His tavern bill — thi 
great dinner — that I eat myfelf. (aj^de) 

Cgu. Make a bill of all. 

Appk^ My fine long fet of china^— two And forty 
pieces, he broke into five hundred^ in my own 
garden. 

Cou. Well, put in the garden. 

Apple. A fine laced cap, he tore oh my wife. 

Cou. Zounds ! put wire, cap, and all in the bill; . 
^— The Czar is in the houfe, and if he hears you^ 
the Colonel's life iis gone^^ — Take that, and for 
heaven's fake — {gives him a pUrfe) go alon^ 
you confounded little catchpole. [Exeuntm 

Phii. (peeps out) Mad beau to tegl" me from nly 
dinner, {afervdnt crojfes with cake aHd wine) Oh^ 
oh ! — {follows him) 

Enter Ballybough and Ellen drejfed. 

Ellen. Lord, how I have been fqueez'd in that 
vulgir Greenwich coach ! fuch horrid company 
too !^ — So this is the gentleman's houfe — dear, if 
he really intends to marry me, how charming ! 
beautiful ! what a deal of roofms, all one beyond 
another. 

Bal. {Opens the door of the room from which 
Philip entered.) Wait in that room ma'am j mafter 
will come to you. [^Exit. 

{^Ellen goes in.) 

Enter 



V 

'it. f 



/ 



THE CZAR PETER, 184 



Enter the Czar. 

Czar. The fight of a Britifti dock-yard, has 
couz'd my ardour, to fee fuch a floating foreft at 
Pcterfburgh. But now for Couvanfki. The 
ftory I've heard from the Commodore, of his at- 
tempt to feduce the poor young woman at Dept-* 
ford— If I can but bring his fcandalous conduft 
%o 4 proof— 

Re-enier Count Couvanski. 

_ \ 

Cm. So, Pve bruftiM ofFthat infernal little wafp. 
This Col. Lefort that I have within here ! — then 
his fimpHcity muft be feignM — if he falls into the 
Czar's hands he's loft. — Pll convey him fafe away, 
(jroes to the door^ where Ellen went in^ and knocks 
^tly) Colonel, come out ! — the Czar ! {aftde) 
fiay in. 

Czar. Who. hav? you got there, that may come 
out and ttay in ? 

Cbu. Sir, 'tis only— (;n«r>5 confujed) 

Czar A female mathematician ? 

Cou. A good hint to lecure the Colonel, {afide) 
Then, Sir, it is a lady. 

Czar, {ajide) Perhaps Ottokcfa again. 

Cou. {ajide) He wont be fo impolite as to infift 
on feeing- ' ■■■ 

Czar. If 'cis the lady I found with you to-da;, 
I'd fpeak with her. 

Cou. No, Sir, this is quite an honourable affair. 

Czar. Then, Count, I exped: to be con (lilted. 

Cou. Sir, I would not marry a conllcllation, 
without your Majefty's confent — {hows) but Sir, 
flie is fo balhful— 

Czar. 
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Czar. Let me fee her. 

Cou. (ajide) Yes, he'll have tkc Colonel out.— 
Then, Sir, to confcfs the truth, I am afhamed — a 
little afraid her face is (grimaces) you (like other 
people) will fay her back is a little on the uppiih 
or fp i but a lover's eyes you know. Sir. — 

Czar. You have fu much excited my i:uriofity, 
that 1 will fee her : Madam approach, 

Cou. Your highnefs, don't afk her — fhe's only 
flept in to fettle her head-drefs before the glafs— 
Colonel, jump out of the window. (/« an under 
tone) 

Czar. Madam. — [opens the door) ^ 

Enter Ellen, 

Cou. Eh ! who's this ! (Jiarting hack furpri/ed) 

Ellen, {to Cou) Dear Sir, how could you keep 
me fo long a waiting ? 

Cou. Ma'am ! — this brings both me and the 
Colonel off — but where has he got to ! {aJide) 

Czar. So, Couvanlki, this is the lady you de- 
fign to marry ? 

Ellen. I am. Sir. 
. Ct3U. Arc you faith, {aftde) 

Czar. And when is the ceremony to take place ? 

Ellen. Oh, ai foon as the gentleman pleafes. 

Czar. Well, Count, what do you fay ? I'm fure 
the lady's very kind- 

Cou.' Curfc her kindnefs. (aJide) 

Czar. You cool on the bufinefs — be aflured 
rd treat you with the ievereft rigour, if I thought 
you a feduccr of female innocence. Speak, do 
you mean to marry her. 

Cou. Why, Sir, as to marrying the lady, I have 
no objedlion, but only this happens to be the fiift 
time 1 ever had the honour of feeing her. 

Czar. 
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^Czar. Didn't yon fay your intentions were ho«* 
nourable towards the lady in that room, and here 
Ihe isjuft come out of it. 

Cou. In or out, flie is totally unknown to me. 

Ellen. Oh, Ibrd, how can yow fay that ? wafn't 
yoU fo crazy about me, that you had poor Philip 
drag'd to jail, that you might have me all to 
yourfelf ! 

Gzar. Your profligacy Iha'n't itijure'a helplefs 
innocent, and difgrace me and your country^ 
marry her you (hall. 

Cou. But Sir, flic's an utter Granger to me, and 
it^s my way Always to marry an acquaintance. 

Etlen. Stranger ! oh lord, havn't I it here tinder 
your own hand 1 Qakes out a letter) 

Gou. Shew me. 

Ellen. No, you look. Sir. (gives it to the Czar) 

Czar. This is your hand, {teads) ** Divine an- 

« gel." 

Ellen. You fee that's me. 

'Cou. Why, this is the letter I fcnt to my fwect 
girl, {aftde) 

Czar. " Pity's fake come to me.** 

Ellen. Yes, and here I have come in pity you" 
creature. 

Czar. " Ador'd wife of the faithful Couvan- 
Iki." Why this is in fad a promife of marriage, 
and 1*11 fee it executed. 

Coti. '{aftde) You (hall firft lee me executed.—* 
Why, zounds ! ■■ 

Czar. Don't fwear my Lord, rcjCoUcft in whole 
prefence you are. 

Ellen. I^ont fwear my dear. 

Enter Ballybouoh* 

^ Cou. {apart) You infernal rafcal, who did you 
jive my lectcr to? 
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BaL Sir, to my lady ther?. — Here's aU the 
poets and philpfophers waiting for your High-* 
ncfs. [Exit. 

CzflT. I Coni^, Count { have heard the whole 
procefs of your fcheme on this lady, and in the 
evening, previous to the amb^ffa^or's ggl^j I 0)al) 
fee your nuptials fol^mniz*d. 

\Exeunt the Czar and Count Couvanflti. 

EHtn. This evening I (haii be ^l^oinis'df I 
nuit forfajce pppr Philip* 

Me^enter Philif « 

• 

Pbil. Now ym quijte another man ] This drint- 
ing puts a bojdy into fuch fpirits^ it has ^v^n 
made me amotous. 1 want nothing but a little 
bundle of ban]s: notes to ma^e me a compleat 
man of fafhion. Pretty Nelly's at home fo me- 
lancholy for the lofs of me. 

EUen. What fine gentleman's this, (afid^) 

jpipil. A (mart looking yo^pg lady that, (afide) 

Ellen. As Pm likely to be miftrefs qf this houfe, 
I fhou'd now lake fome fi^te upon myfelf and dp 
the honors. 

PA/7. Whilft I have thefe fine cloaths, J Ihou'd 
take the opportunity to gallant a little. 

ElUn. Sir, may I have the honor ? 

P/iil. Madam, you may. 

Ellen. Oh Sir, the condefcenfion. (curifies) 

Phil. My melifiuous prefumptipn. (Me^i) 

Ellen. Upon my reputation ! 

Phil. Ellen! *7 .. . v^v 

Ellen. PJhilip ! J (^^^/^^i/^^) 

Phil. I fuppofe you've put on your miftre&'s 
cloaths, you iudapous huffey. 

Ellen. 
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Ellen. Perhaps^ yoe'vc got iM5 ^6i^ mailer's 
coat you impudent puppy. 

Phil. But your miftrefs fliall know it. 

Ellen. Upon my foul Vll tell your mafter.— • 
Philip, while you behave yourfelf you're wel- 
come to my houfti ; but if you make too free 
my hufband may be j6^1ous. 

Pbil. Hufband ! who is he ? 

Ellen. Don't I tell you I am miftrefs of this 
houfe. 

PhiL Oh, ho ! So, the mad beau only bfoilght 
me here to triumph over my love. Nelly, you're 
a jflt. 

Ellen. I a jilt. 

Pbil. You've been thefe two years laying out 
for new fweethearts, only to get prefents from 
them. 

Ellen. Me! 

Phil. The encouragement you Ihew the young 
men is juA according to what you want at the 
time, and v^at they can give — Laft Oftober, on 
the fet in of winter—*^ Ha, it's got aftoniihingly 
fliaCrp" — then, nobody like Sam Duffil the woollen 
draper— you fmirk'd and fmil'd, *till he made 
you a prefent qf a handfome Bath great coating ; 
yes> the woollen draper was a moft charming lo- 
ver for frpft and fnow ; but in April out come 
bloflbms and funfhine, and, oh dear, we muft 
have a muflin gown to flaunt at the tea gardens* 
— Up fteps Mr. Smart the.habfet^daiher, yes. he's 
the fweetheart for fumm^r ^ear--prhat vulgar 
woollen draper ! Shou'dn't ha' thought of fuch 
people fp^aking to one in public. 

Ellen. How jealoufy putS thefe men out of 
temper 

A A 2 DUETT. 
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DUETT.— -Philip ««d! Ellen. 

Eikn. Philip my lad;^ ~1 

■ There was a time 
Whenyou might court and not in vain, 
' But ah> dear boy> that time is pail, 
'if ho' with you I danc'd. 
On May day. 
Hey day I 
Now I'm advanc-d. 

And view me a lady* 
Philip my lad, 
PhzL Nelly my lafs. 

With you I chime. 
For no^ the fates do fo ordain. 
Oh, cruel lot ! the die is cafl, 
Thp* my &wid l^eart 
Ypu're rap'd in, 
Lap'd in. 
Yet we muft part. 
For view me a Captain, 
Nelly wy lafs. 
Ellen. Philip my lad. 

If you will learn 
My hair to dref?, I may employ 
You as a barber now and then^ 
Or flourifh your flam 
-Beau flaming. 
Streaming, 
When with dear Pam, 
All night I'll be g^mi^ig^ . 
Philip my lad. 
Phil, Nelly my lafs. 

As you can danj 
Silk dockings well, pardonez moi, 
Atid ruffles mend, and wafh them cUan, 
Wh$n you are my laun 
-Drefs, rub well. 
Scrub well. 
Or my own man. 

Oh danune I'll drub well, 
Nelly my iafs. 

Eiien. t^hilip my lad. 

FhiL Nelly my lafs. 

£ll£% Good bye. . 

Phi, Good bye. 
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Ellen. 


Adieu. 


"% 


Fhil. 


Adietu 
Thefe fighs. 




Ellen. 


Thefe tears. 




Phil. 


Farewel. 


1 


Ellen. 


Farewell. 

In my fine ^lqaths« 
I'll flaunt it^. 






Rant it. 


, 4 




With fmartefl: of beaux. 






Oh how I'll gallant it. 






Philip my lad. 




Phil 


In my fine cloaths. 

ril flaunt it. 

Rant it. 
Smarted of beaux. 

Oh how I'll gallant it. 
Nelly my lafs. 


[Exit Philip 



Re-enter Couvanski. 

Cou. Here ft ill! how fliall I get rid of this 
jgirl ? Now the Czar has fet his obftinate head 
on it, he'll force me to marry her — making her 
refufc me is my only chance to get off. 

Ellen. Oh the Count — pray Sir, do you know 
my uncle Applejack ? — don't you love me ? 

. Cou. Too well to impofe on you, and my pret- 
ty dear, you really think me a Count. 

Ellen. And an't you ? won't you marry me ? 
that great gentleman faid you muft. 

Cou. Gentleman ! Ha, ha, ha ! — ^Why my love, 
that was my uncle Toby, the Czar's iutler, 
who has the charge of his houfe here, until his 
Highnefs arrives. Old Toby who doats on me, 
heard you had a rich uncle, fo drefs'd me up in 
hopes to get you and your fortune, for at pre- 
ient my goddefs^ I am only a poor footman. 

Ellens 
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Ellen. Indeed ! 

Cou. So as I have frankly confefsM thid taoft 
ftameful fcheme, I hope you*ll reward itty ho- 
nefty with your heart and beauteous haDd. 

Ellen, {cries) Oh, oh— Firft I got myfelf turn'd 
out of uncle's for PhUip, fuppofing him a gen- 
tleman, andnowTve turn'd him off for thinking 
you a Lord. — Don't talk, don't look at me. 

Cou. Nav, my Icharming (unfeen rings a 

bell) That's Mr. ^\\p thfc vilfet's bell for me— I 

muft go but you're ail angel and you Ihall 

be mine. (Jnatches up ajiand cf glajfes^ and runs 

Ellen. I won't, I '^on'l be ybur's. — A fine 
Count indeed ! Why t^tn I^hilip wasn't a rinfer 
of gkffes, for his mafter had no glaffes to rinfe. 
Ah, poor Ellen, what a market have you made 
of yourfelf. 

AlR.^^ELLtN. 

"My folly I have caufe to rue. 

Why not content with pne ? 
Of lovers I ifitift ficeds have tv^o> * 

Ai^ now> Alas! I've none. 
When fooliih Tr^y the river crofsMj 

Like ine, poor ully maid ! 
The i^recious fiibHance thus he Ipft, 

By fnapping nt thii fliade. 

IVIy golden dream is fled away, 

IVe from my chariot fell ; 
I'm now no more a lady gay,^ 

But little Deptford Nell. 
With hopes of cream my wifhes crown^d^ 

O'er night my milk I fat ; 
"When to my grief, next mom I foUji^^ 

'Twas ftip'd up by the Cat. 

I gave a child a full Mown rofcj, 
Upon its balmy breaH he blowsj, 



A 
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To make the leayes expand — 
All ! thoughtlefs wanton, tor thy pains. 
See nothing but the ftalk remains. 

To grace thy little hand. 



lExit. 



SCENE II. 

• . ■• ■ 

t 

jf Dreffing Room in Count Couvanski's Houfe — 
Magnificent cloaths Idling on a chair — '^Vhe Czar 
di/covered in bis Shipwright's drefs, at a tahle^ 
VJitb papers. 

Czar. Now to drefs for my Ambaffador's Gala; 
yet, were it not for the State ncceflary to Majeftyt 
I (hould prefer convenience to pomp, and the 
fweet fociecy of a friend^ to the brilliant tumulcs 
of a court. 

Enter Applejack, {looking about with caution.) 

Apple. No, the Count has lock'd up this 
Colonel in fome cup-board or other, for the 
devil a button of his coat can I find, and Fm a 
tolerable ferret too — I fhall lofe the reward^ I have 
fearch'd every room in the houfe-i—Isn't yon the 
new Bully Shipwright I engagM juft now at the 
yard ? why how the devil did you get here, my 
Finland Grampus ? 

Cxar. Ha, ha, ha I My dif^uife has pky'd its 
part, {ajide) 

Apple. Why, you're a pretty fort of an impudent 
ftoundrel, out of my great goodnefs and com- 
paifion, I give you employment, fet you to work, 
then no fooncr is my back turn'd, but you off with 

your 
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your apron, fcamper to town, and hexe I find 
you in a great cafy chair like the fitting Alder- 
man. 

Czar. XRifes.) Don't be angry, Mafter, I — ► 

Apple. What you're come here to tipple with 
fome of the Czar's fervants ! for they all take the 
example of their matter. 

Czar. Why the Czar is no fenfiialift ? 

Jfple. Do you pretend to know Peter as well 
as I, you faucy — don*t chatter to mc> Sirrah !-^ 
Inftantly back to your worjc, on with your apron, 

or rii . 

Enter Romadano^ski, with a bowl of wine, which^ 
as he offers to^ the Czar, j^plejack takes. 

Stop, friertd! after me is manners —(^rwfa) my 
firft rcfrcftiment fincc 1 left home. Heark'cc 
you Mr. Whilkeroufky. {to Romadanoujki) do you 
know that I'll dcfire your mafter not to fijffcr his 
barbarous crew of Kalmucks, to corrupt and cn- 
cdurage his Britannic Majefty's fhip carpenters, to 
come here caroufiog and drinking* like fifhes. 
(d'rinis) Lay that by — (gives the bowl to the Czar^ 
who lays it on the table) Come along you. {to 
the Czar J iJuho makes Jtgns to Romadanozv/ki, he 
goes off ) 

Apple. Ah^ I faw your fignal to him, to give 
me ihe flip. Eh ! but I'll flip you off the books. 

Czan Then, Sir, out of employment, I muft 
perifli. 

Apple. Ah, that you ffiou*^ have confidcr'd— 
{aftde) but hold, this ftrong hulk may aflift me 
to retake the Colonel, {a^de) Heark'yec, you 
mull know I come here to look after a prifoner, 
refcued fi^om mc j if you'll help me to catch him 
again^ and then hold him faft, befidcs forgiving 

your 
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your fault, tho* rm only to get one hundred 
pounds reward, I'll give you Haifa crown, that is 
in Grog — and I'll make it for yx)u myfclf. 

C%ar. To oblige you. Sir, but who is this pri- 
foner ? 

Affle. The great rebel. Colonel Lefort. 

C%ar. How bad you Lcfqrt in cgftody ? {njQith 
Jurfrije and emotm^ 

Apfk* Ay, but it might be Colonel Lefort j^ 
your mouth-r-Tes, I had him till he was refcjue^ 
by this Count here.* 

Cze.r. Refcgcd by Couvanfki ? T|i,e traitor !«^ 
{ajtde) . . 

Appk. Dpn't ypu think the Czar will th^k x^ 
if I find him for him ? 

C%dr. That He certainly wilWThU is mjoft 
fortunate — {afide) Where do you think | you can 
find him? ' 

Apple. Only^you come with me as I direft, and 
alk no queftions — When I ftart the prey, you feizc 
it, my maftiff. 

C%ar. Come, not an inftant's to be loft, {takes 
his arm) 

Apple. Not fo hvpXXv^r'^{^uJhes him back) — Re- 
member there's fome difference between I and 
you. 

Czar. Sir, I confefs k— If I can but get Le- 
fort once in my power— (^tfe) Come {^oing) 

lExit. the Cz^r follows. 

Apple* {Pulls bm back) After me is manners* 



voxt in, B% SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

A Room in Col. Lefort's Houfe, {trunks open). 

Enter Col. Lefqrt. 

" CoL Li As I owe my liberty to this Michael-* 
hoflF, x% do away the obligation, PU deliver myfelf 
Up to the Ciiar, and let him take my life ; but firft 
MichaelhoflFfhall give mefatisfaftion for the wrongs 
he has offered my lifter. Where can my poor girl 
be ? {looks at the trunks) She has drefs*d — unne- 
ccflfary to fender herfelf more attraAive to thofe 
^s'ho already think her an objedt worthy of infult 
— ^ Ah ! the fenfiblc girl, prude, and coquette, arc 
alike when a lover is in view. 

AIR*— Col. Lefort. 

THbughtlefs fmiling fair. 
Why with iludied care, 

Pradlice ufelefs art ? 
Nature's charms give every grace, 
Beil adorn the lovely face, 

Beil can 'trap the heart. 

Ne'er fecur'd, tho' thus you have him^ 

Or at beft a fool you gain ; 
By device when you enflave him, 
• Wife is he who flips his chain. 
Come, fweet maid ; in drefs tho' fimplci 

Yet thy beauties all thy own ; 
Native bluih, bewitching dimple. 

Thou art mine, or I'm my own. 

\Exit. 
Enter Philip. 

PiiK Now I've got home^ Mailer has piflols — 

this 
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this Beau-Turk Couvanfki to run away Srith EU 
len from me ! Til fight him-«-let's fee, I was taken 
for a gentleman, by a wife Juftice and hi^ wife, 
and why pot— tho' women are neither Juftices 
or Conftables, yet where a man is in the cafe, 
they are moft excellent Judges. Poor mafler^s 
fafe in prifon, why mayn't I, by the help of his 
cloath? carry on my frolics, and marry an heirefs ? 
«— I will. — If young ladies run oflFwith guittar 
jnafters, and footmen in livery— why not with ^ 
footman in the livery of honour — Oh my rival- 
Hem ! rU begin the gentlenian with a duel, biut 
if a duel fhould end the gentlemanT-take my 
girj fro«> piC ! I 

AIR. — Philip. 

Gadzounds! who now but me f 
I'm fomebodyy 
Cou]^d ladies fee 
So fmart a figure in this coat^ 

My finery they'd be trap'd in-— 
If quarter'd in a country town, 

I lay a crown, * 

My high renown. 
Would make the girls all on me doat. 

When pretty young Phil the Captahi, 
Sefbre the ladies I'll cut a puff. 
Hey, dem'me ! I'll march fo bold and blufF| 
The Belles I'll kifs, the beaux I'M cufF, 
With my tat-a-rat rantum rare ro. 

Back gammon and whift I play, 
' OfEcers way. 

Help out his pay. 
After dinner for old black ftrap— 

The bones we merrily trundle. 
At cards who dare my honour doubt ? 
I'm then fo flout, 
I call him out, 
A nofe I pull, or a mazard flap. 
Who bids me to refund all. 

Before the ladies. Sec, 
B B 2 ShoU'd 
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jShouId a young lady be abus'4> 
Hef fartife tr^duc'd, 
fiy all rcfttsM ; 
; Fbr innocence, peli-mell to arnis-*-- 

Her champion then regard me, 
• The rianderer, challenge to the ground. 
Receive a wound. 
The lady's bound 
By gratitiid^, ^ith all her charms, 
. And fortune to reward me. 

Before the ladies, &c. 

• - ^ • 

%WhiU JtHging th€ Burden of the laft verjt^ ftourijh^ 
Ing and capering be ftrikes himfelf againft Col. Le^ 
fort wAa efUers with a written leitir,) 

Co}. L. Phittp ! Equipped in my cloaths too J 
Is it the retired manner I have lived iti here, thaii 
encourages you to takefuch an impudent freedom. 
\Pbn. Sir it's all along of Nelly— So obftinate 
ihe would'ntlet me brnfo your coat o^ the back 
of a chair, but would duft it on my back, mere- 
ly, I believe to fliew how nimbly &e cou'd lay a . 
rattan acrofs my fhoulders. 

Col L. Take thein off Sirrall j I want you to 
carry a letter, 

Pb\l Yes, Sir. 

Col L. I Ihould appear to this Michaelhoff as 
myfelf,— ^here — (giving a key) take out a luit of 
regimetitals you*il find in tint trunk. 

Pbil. Ytes, yes. Sir. (unlocks a trmk at the back 
and employs bimfelf in looking for and faking out 
tloatbs) I fee no reginacntak — Oh I have you 
here by t^he epaulette: 

Col L. Michaelhoff I find is here at Deptford 
with the Czar — Make hafte, {to Pbilip whoisjlill 
at the trunk^^Col. l^fort fits at a tabie, and takes 
fome time in foldings fuperfcribing and fealing the 

letter.) 

Enter 
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£»/fr Applejack. 

Apple. Come along you-T-( /peaking foftly off) 
If *nt yonder the fpy that was relfcafed, (looking at 
Col Lefort) and the Colonel too. {looking at Fhilip) 
V\\ nab hinij why don't you come ? C^ick, foft- 

'y> (/P^^^i^S ^J^) Don't knock your high wood- 
en bead againft the top of the door cafe. 
Col L. Make hafte. {to Philip.) 

Enter the Czar at the bach 

Apple. I'm right, {io the Czar) yonder's Lefort. 

{looking at Philip)^ 

Czar. There heisindeijd. {looking at Col Lefort). 

Apple, There ! no, there you oaf, look. 

Czar. I am looking at him.- 

Apple. Are you ? then you fquint moft abomi- 
nably. 

Col. L. Have you got the cloaths ? 

Phil. Here they are. Sir. {^advances to ColLi^ 
fort with the cloaths — Applejack and the Czar retire.) 

Col. L. Go deliver this letter as directed. {Phi* 
lip being incufnber'd with the cloaths lays it on the 
table) Quick, and leave thofe in the next room 
for me. 

Phil I fly. \Extt. 

Col L. {Looking out) Yes ! ha, ha, ha ! I thought 
flic had been dreffing, and moft fplendidly too. 

Czar. By heaven 'tis Ottokefa ! refiiding here 
with Lefort ! There's not a doubt of her perfidy. 

{afide.) 

Enter Ottokesa, {magnificently drefs*d). 

Otto. Now by your fmiling do I fuppofe you 
think at fuch a jundare/ my mind might have 

been 
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been better employed than upon the decoration 
of ray perfon, but don't chide me, for in it I 
have only your good at heart my dear Lefort, 
Czar. Her dear Lefort ! 

{aftde.) 

Col. L. Nay Ottokefa, you give yourfelf too 
much concern on my account, but what's your 
purpofe in attiring yourfelf thus ? 

Otto. To throw myfelf at the feet of the Czar 
and implore his mercy if he has any. ' 

Col L. He has, but not for me, great in all his 
aftions, yiet he purfues my Jife with defpicable re- 
venge-r-Oh ! were he not my fovereign and with 
2 fword wou'd but meet me in a defart then he 
might feel what it was to wrong Lefort. 

Otto. Cherifh that fpirit ; you fliall be agaip 21 
fpldicr. 

AIR.— ^ Ottokesa, 

Fly oblivion, death to fame 

Hence, nor noble deeds erafe ; 
Fling thy veil o'er pallid fhame 

Nor dare the gen'rous foldier face 5 
From his fweet domeftic Bow'r 

Where he fits with rofes crown'd 
Honour bids the Hero tow*r 

Hear her in the trumpet's found. 

[Exeunt. 
Czar, {advancing) Meet you in a defart! ex- 
cept the punifliing your private, fair advocate, my 
foul couid'nt receive a greater tranfport. Suffer 
myfeU to be decoy'd from the path of glory, by 
attachment to a fmiling wanton ! yet if fhe loves 
him her conrtancy is noble. What's here? {look^ 
in^ at the letter which Fhilip had left on the table) 
Michaelhoff! direfted to me by my aflumed 
name, (opens it and reads) " Sir, The cenfure of 
*^ my Sjvereign I abide, but no other man on 

^* earth 
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*^ earth fhall wrong me or mine, my deGgns ad- 
** mit of no delay, in two hours henee I iliall be 
•* at the weft end of Greenwich Park, where I ex- 
•' peft you'll anfwer with your fword — Lefort."-*^ 
I don't know the ground of this quarrel with me, 
as MichaelhoflF, utllefs it be to contend with me 
for the heart of Ottokefa, difpute that with him 
and ill mankind I will — this is the wiih of liiy 
foul, in giving him his revenge now I can take 
my own* 

Re-enter Philip* 

Phil. Old Applejack's ftrididg thro' the field 
after me was for no good — lucky I gave him the 
double round the hedge, but where the plague 
could I have left the letter my matter gave me to 
give this MichaelhofF, (perceiving the Czar) Eh 
what great ftrange fellow's this in our houfc 
(looks at the letter in the Czars' s hand) why by the 
lord this is the very — then I fuppofe youVc read 
that ? 

Czar. I have. 

Phil. Then perhaps you opened it too ? 

Czar. I did. 

Phil. You did ! then you did a confounded 
impudent thing to open and read another man's 
letter. 

Czar; It's mine— -my name is MichaelholT. 

Phil. Oh, then as 1 have delivered you the 
letter by your own hand, you'll give me an 
anfwer. 

Czar. Tell the gentleman, I (hall be ready to 
give him what he demands. 

Phil. Give it me, and I'll keep it for him: 

Czar. Follow him with my anfwer, or I'll 
crufh you to atoms.. 

Phil. Yes, Sir. (frightened) 

Czar. 
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Czar*. Say, FlI meet him^-— Go ! 
Phil. Yes, yes. Sir. [E^ity terrified. 

Czar. I burn to chaftife the rival in my lovc^ 
and the rebel to my authority. 

AIR— Czar* 

Welcome liberty and joy 
From me Cupid, Idle boy ! 
Lead the fair one in thy hand 
Reafon bids obey command> 
Let her take the frolic wile 
Scornful frown and winning fmile. 
But the frowns no more alarm 
Where the fmile has loft its charm 
Yet I ftill allow thee fair 
Tho' deceit I muft not bear. 

Come Minerva blue ey'd maid 
Bring lov'd fcience to mine aid> 
Polifli'd manners, artrefin'd 
Soft embelliihments of mind, 
Rays from thy bright burni^'d helm 
Chafe rude darknefs from my realm 
Next oh lend a pond'rous fpear. 
Such as Mars himfelf might bear ; 
Subje^s wild to civilize 
And the foreign foe chaftife. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE lYi andlafl. 

Greenwich Park. 

£nter Cqu Lefort, {in regimentals). 

Col. L. I hope this MichaelhoflF will anfwer 
my challengc-^l repent having entrufled it to 
Philip. — It's near the time. — For Gr-eenwich 
Park, this feems the mod remote part I cou'd 
have fixed on. It appears^ this Michaelhoflf 
is the fcrvile follower of Prince Menzikoff, 

a villlain 
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p, villain! that wou\l' bafely wrong my filler, 
^nd bqild bis fortune on deUyering me uj^ to the 
fijfar i but ipy fword— -^rr- 

AIR.»r-CoL. Lefort, 

Vcnpei^ce fpr 9 peoole's wroag?» 
To tne foldicr's arm bclpngs ; 
Yet while fame Records His deeds> 
And he for his country bleeds; 
Let him, whilft the fword Jve draws. 
In the j^reat^ th« general qanfe ; 
Guards the hpm^ur of a throojC^ 
Let him ftiU protect his own. 

Ha f I hcv footfteps-iB-Hc comes-?- 

lEtfitr tkf Cs5AR| (^m regaf drefs.) 

The Czar ! 

Czar. You fent ma a challenge — Vm here to 
your hour— Dfaw» ^Qraws) ^ * 

CoL L. §ir, I never dared 

Czar. Lefort, I am Miehaelhoff: on the fpot 
where our difpute arofc, I was your Sovereign, 
and confiftent with the duty of a fubjedt, you 
^ould not thpn claim the right of a foldier—rnow 
I am out of my dominions we're upon equal terms. 
If the Emperor wrpng'd you, the ipan offers you 
reparation. / 

CoU L. Oh, Sir, fee bi^fore you a broken fpi- 
iit, a heart flaw'd by adyerfiry; under your dif- 
pleafure, nry life has been a burthen. Take it-nt 
{Kneels.) * 

Enter Ottokesa, ^//^ Commodore Swivel. 

Otto. Ah, Michaelhoflf! Would you kill my 
i>rother ? 

Yot. ill. c € Czar^ 
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Czar. How, Madam! Lcfort your brother? 
Then have I wrongM you, my Ottokefa. 

Otto. Unkind lover, raife him to your heart, 
for he*s worthy your cfteem. 

Col. L. Sir, pardon my fifter, tho' flie lov'4 
you as the man Ihe fuppos^d you to be, her 
thoughts never afpired to the hand of her Sove<> 
reign. ^ 

Otto» Sovereign ! 

Czar. But ftill your faithful MichaelbflT, a title 
which I glory in more this inftant than the Em- 
peror of Mulcovy. 

Otto. Amaz'd with awe! Yet why lhoul4 J 
endeavour to conceal my humble, yet {wefump- 
tuous hope-^Oh, Sir, your difpjeafure has (how- 
ered woes on us botti, but one word feals my 
bappinefs — ^pardon my brother. 

Czar. If he'll forgive me, and rcftore me tp my 
cnfigncy in his regiment, my future condudt ihall 
be an example of obedience even to a drupinier. 
(jp<>w/#/)— and was it then for Lefort himfelf 
1 gave you the difcharge ? (/^ Otto) At the very 
time 1 fought his lifc-r^I blulh for my vinciiftive 
fpirit-r-^and your poor Artift too, whofc works I 
fo much admired. (To tie Commodore) 

Com, Ay, Ihop'4 his merit, and your gene- 
rofity. Sir, might moor you both again in the har- 
bour of Friend(bip. 

Otto. Ah, Commodore i war is your concern ; 
yoy fte a lady is the bcft peacc^maker. 

Enter Count Couvansi;!, 

Cqu. Flutes, fiddles, hautboys, inundations of 
melodious founds to drown the loul in harmony. 
I'm come to beg your Majefty vfill honour my 
wedding with your royal prefence, and here comes 

my 
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^y fuper«-elegant bride — I know ihe'll refufe me^ 
fo I may venture, {qfide) 

tinier Ellen. 

» 

* • ■ 

Otto. Ellen ! my cldaths I think.—— 

Czar. IVladam give me leave to prefcnt yoU 

to— . ^ . 

Ellen. To yotir nephew the footman. I beg t^ 
beexcufed, Mr. Toby the butler. 

Cdu. And you reallv won*t have nic, I dread* 
ed this cruel ftroke of fate. 

Cxar. Then Madam you rdeafe him from hi| 
vows? 

Cou. Oh yes, weVe all free — now if I cou'd 
]but find my little fempftrcfs, the throw out of 
inarriage fecures her to me. {aftde) Sir flnce this 
lovely goddefs rejeds my fup plications, therein 
a certain young girl . — I confefs Ihe is only an 
humble milliner — Love has brought down my 
ipirit.— If your Highnefs would grant your fanc- 

tion for our union 

Czar. Hold Count ; firft pay homage to thft- 
future partner of my Empire, {prefinting Oitoke/a^ 
Count Couvanjki kneels to her) 

Otto. How 1 the digpified Count Couvanlkl 
kneeling to the *^ humble little milliner". 
\ JIL Ha, ha, ha! 

Cou. You Madam 1-— Id it poiflfible? — ^What the 
devil ! — Marry her !— Can he know Lefort*s her 
brother. My gracious Lord you muft be ignd-*- 
rant the lady is lifter to Colonel Lefort. 
Czar. Here Couvan/ki is Lefort h^nifelf. 
£b«. That Lefort ! and feconciPd 1— Well this 
is the ipoft miraculous — but who is this thtA 
that 1 have b^en taking for the Colonel^ 
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Enter Philip in bis owndrefi, kd prififier iy Mks 
and Mife. Af?tE]ACk and Nib. 

Apple. Hfe^c your Hi^hnefs, I delivef np thtf 
(raitor Colonel, and claim a biiti'A^ed pounds re- 
tira^d fof' apf)reliending hitn, for 1 wa* o6Kged to 
do it all oter again thamks to that fcampering' 
Count* 

Cou. Oh, you'll get tie huiidted potthds re-^ 
tvard. Ha, ha, ha! 

^le. Te« I will, and Til 6e rehn^urs'd all the 
ftioney I laid out for hiny. 

Cou. Then you laid out a deal of ^oney £tit 
&ini. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Jppie. Why he drank a mattci^ flf two dozett 
• 6{ Cbampaigne on me. 

Cou. ehampalgnc. The Jul^ke h Wt. 
Col. L. Why, v^hat have you done tfon^ poor 
Hilip? 

PhiL Nothing good lia^fter,^ fb pray hate mfe 
tindone* (points to the cords on his arms) 
Apple. What do you mean by Philip ? 
<:ou. Why don't you hear that's poor Philip' 
that has drank your Ch^rmpaigi^ ? 

Apple. I fay that hfe mayn't be refcued any 
more, ftep over the tedious^ ptoeeft of trial by 
jury, anxf hang Mm up atottce: The Empero/ 
of Morocco^s ambaffadot cut" off his ftave's nead 
in Piccadilly, and why may not you Royal Sir ? 
' ' Pbil. Nelly, are you forry for nfifC? 

Elleff. Yes, Philip j vrheU I thotight you fin*, 
I didn't think of you at all ; but no\^ I fee you 
in trouble 5 I feel I truly loVe you. 
^ PhiL So then the only proof of youi* love iw 
Ifcky ^rottble. * * 

Appkr 



jippie. What is he really not the Coloftet— Ani 
^i to be choused out of my hundred pounds t Is 
hobody to be hang*d ? - 

Phil. Hang youtfctf. 

^ppk. Fire and tombiiftiblcs^ this the Cele-< 
l>rated incendiary that haS led me over hedge 
and ditch-^d you WilUo-the Wifp ! But Sir, 
for my zeal, mayn't 1 have the honor of kiffing 
your Majefty's hand dn fdn>e pretty poll ? 

Czar. What, falutc ** the fin of a grampus** ?^ 

Jpple. (looking at i:Se Czar) Tis he, the princd 
bf carpenter's ! 

Czar. That I /hould banifii fuch talents to find 
them abroad. Qo Colonel Lefort) Count, by youtf 
falfe pnrfuit of London pleafuredj you've ga* 
ther'd weeds in a flower garden— «-mofl: contempt-^, 
ibie, the degenerate noble who plumes himfelf 
iipon the illuftrious actions of his anteftdrs $ hut 
the man who by his own Worth rifes from a pri* 
v^tt ftation, gives nobility its trueli luftre, thd 
dignity of merit. — Commodore, fhou'd any of 
toy fucceflbrs forget that *ri^ to Britain they owd 
their firft fpark of Navil Glory, may Britifh 
thunder punifh their ingratitude. — Come now my 
amiable Gttokefa, let me (hew the Englifli Courty 
that it's my pride, to bid you Ihafe a Throne 
your virtues muft adorn« 

riNALE* 

Ottokesa. 

Liffe diews Spfing reviving, winter to d^Atby^ 
But it's happy funnner, friends ; let's ndw enjoy/ 
See the intrepid Hero to each ill refigned. 
Then never Tiding wreltlis his temples bmd< 
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Let voice and heart be gzy. 
Let pleafure crown the day«' 
And raife the jocund lay. 

CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart, &c; 

Ellen. 

Gfad-a-mercy, Matter Philip, if you wont. 

Another will you know ; 
What pray. Sir, do you mean, you cap'ring County; 
To ufe a woman fo ? 
Wou'd you'd never knew me, 
Sure yofu came to woo ine, 
Qnly to undo me. 
Devil's in the be^u 1 

PriiLiK 

f ut a finger in an eye, poor Nelly, 

And has it loft it's Doll ? 
When I've got a bottle in my pate. 
Perhaps I'll at your window call. 
When I chufe to drop in, ^ 

Or, my eye-brow pop in> 
Do not let that Fop in. 
Pretty little Poll. 

COL, Lefort. 

lAk (hews fpring reviving, • 

Winter to deftrpy. 
But it's fmiling fummef. 

Friends, let's now enjoy. 
As happy be bur gay amufements feen. 
As ruftic gambols 6n the dewy green. 



CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart, Uc, 



Col. 



« 



i^. 



' Com. SwivEL^ 

p'er OQr nuptial banquet, tho' innocence prefid6^ 
Yet to merry Momus we*U throw the portal wide^ 

CZAJL. 

Maids all rofy bittfliing flit the mazy ronnd. 
Feather footed pleafure lightly trip the ground* 

CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart> ice, 

Mrs. Applejack. 

^hat the deuce> my dainty Madam Slip-Jloj^i 
is your fine new coach broke down ? 

Count Couvanski. 

Dem'me too fevere upon my quondam, 

Mifs Maraud don't dare to frown* {to Jpplejack) 

Applejack. ' 

lizt\Cce, little crack hemp, if you'll marry Netl 
A noble hundred pound. 

Philip. 

jb it the reward for taking me pray tell 
' My little fly blood hound. 
I'll, my little trimbo 
With my arm a kimbo 
Shove you into limbo* 

'Sblood if here you're found* 

Ottokesa. 

Mantling cheeks, eyes fparkle, wit fhall point the jeft> 
At the feail of reafon, love's a welcome gueHj 
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. 0*er oar lugheft blifl^s, tears of juty daw. 
And prove the nobleft joy's to heal anothers wafi« 

CHORUS. 

\M voice and heart be gay, 
' ^ Let pleafure crown the day. 
i^ild yaife the jocund lay. 
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Tom Ptmksp 4 Mr. Bannistbr> Jun. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE i; 

Before a Country Inn and great Gates leading to 

Whimmy's JF&u/t. 

Mnter Barley coKHf 9 {from the Inn.) 

• * 

Bakliycok^^ 

Toby, Toby Thatch I what doft ftwid gaping 
about there'? 

Enter Toby* 

Toby. Been up hill to look towards great road. 

Bar. Any carriages coming ? 

Toiy. Fine coach and four horfes— a high 
thing- o* me chay— a phaeton (Ji think they call 
it) — and a whiikey-me-gig. 

D D 2 Bar 9 
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Bar. And there*s a boat full of company juft 
put in at the cove, all tofeJe 'Squire Whimmy'g 
improvements — Then there's our poncy-racc. 
Dang my btfttqns, wc ibal^have a houfe full to- 
day. What a donkey was 1 to let that daughter 
of mine go gadding to Blandford. Company 
flocking, — and my child, that ought to have my 
intereft at heart, when (he Ihou'd be preparing 
enterts^ifiment for the guefts, mayhap, Ihe'^ now 
gawking over a race-coiirfe. 

Toby. And all the bufinefs left upon I. 

Har. Always grumbling, you idle rafcal. 

T'oby. Well, I've more trades than the beft idle 
rafcal in all England. I bes waiter anfd attend 
the company, as qftler I waits on horfes ; I paints 
the nanies on the fmugglers' boats ; I plays the 
fiddle at church -, ^'m a tight lockfmith ; I'm a 
bit'n of parifhconftable; and for walking on mef- 
ikges to Weymouch, Blandford, Cd^-fe, Paolc, 
or Wareham, I'm alIow*d to he as fmart a foot- 
pad as any in the county of Dorfet. {Laughing 
ivitbou^.) There's the 'Squire's faryantsj within, 
ka ! ha ! ha ! — they have rare fiingo at homej^ 
and yet come drinking our taplafti, I'll go farve 

'cm (^?^*«5) but there's their mafter come 

upon 'em -j^ — he's in a miortiCh fury with fom'ac. 

Bar. Djang my buttons ! This daughter of 
mine not cqme home yet, and here the houfc 
now chuck fiill. 

Toby, ril run and fee j for I warrants Kitty 
will bnng home fome fine ballads. Xafid^y 

Bar. Our fubfcriptior4's not full to buy the 
filve?- ^yp ; an^ the folks are ah eady gaping for 
the race. Take ]^ou the paper about and ax what 
the company will give towards it. ' 

Toby. 1 wool, • \Exit. 

Bi\r. 
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Bar. My daughter Kitty J This is letting her 
J50 fee relations. — " Do now, Coufin Barley^ 
•' corn— Kitty muft fpend a day or two with us 
** at our races lhe*ll fee all the new fafliions.'* 
Then, its " Mifs Kitty, and, Mifs Kitty muft 
/* have fome divarfion, and Mifs Kittv muft 
** drink tea with us, and Mifs Kitty muft walk 
** in Brianfton Meadows, and Mifs Kitty muft 
** dance at the Ball at the Greyhound/* But PIl 
>valk and dance her ! Promised to fend her home 
to me laft night, and here thi9 is Wedne(day« 
Jnftead of brown mugs for the company, I might 
have jfilver tankards for the money Tve laid out 
ppon her cloaths. Oh! thefe women with their 
gauges, flippetie^, top-knots and what-nots— 
eh I — the 'Squire — fecms in a woundy paffion, ' 

Enter Whimmy. 

Whim. You, firrah! did I not build this inn 
here for you at the very entrance of my improve- 
ments ? Did not I put you and your famiiy into 
it, and an't you getting money here as if you 
coined it? Is it not a bean-garden, that jVe 
turned you into ; and an't you fattening in it, 
Jike a bafe ungrateful great boar as you are. 

Bar. Great boar ! I don't underiland what 
your honour would be at. 

Whim. Here, on the very day that I have appro- 
priated to oblige the world of tafte and faUiion, 
byfhowing them my hoiife, pictures, gardens, 
and improvements, you muft fix your twopenn/ 
poney-race. 

Bar. I did it to dr^w company to the village. 

Wi:>im. 
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fFbim. Yes, to your own pakry alchouf^, you 
A>rdid clod. « 

Bar. Improvemcrtts ! — ^Who'd come to view 
your improvemenrsy Sir> if they w'an*t fure of a 
good dinner from nxe ? If they can eat marvel and 
drink water, they may fcaft upon your iniprove- 
ments; but after all their eye gluttony in your 
gardens, their palates ^re ready enough for a 
Scotch-collop at the Red Lion. Here, you Toby, 
why don*t you mind the company, {callifig off) 
Dang my buttons ! — Landlord 1 — Big boar — Pay 
his rent. [Exit muttering. 

Whim. Here's plebian gratitude ! — Oh ! plague 
of the fingers that fign'd yoi^r leale. - 
- Pranks, {without^ No, no,-T-ril walk up t® 
"Whimmy's. 

V 

Enter Pranks. 

« 

Oh f why he's here— How d*ye do, Dick?— 
Found you out, eh ! 

JVbm. My name is Richard. — What! the 
friend of my youth, Billy Pranks ! — {a/ide) Now 
Ihall 1 be twitted with former favours, and I don't 
like that. 

Pranks. So, youVe pick'd up the mocufles in 
the Indies ! Pack'd up, came over. — -Never look'd 
after me. 

Whim. 1 afk'd every body after you. 

Pranks. What! I fuppofe you afk'd King Charles, 
at Charing-crofs;— Nobody about 'Change could 
tell of William Pranks, the banker of Lombard- 
flreet ? You hound, I was your friend when you 
hadn't another." 

Whim. Hound, what's the matter with you^? 

Wou'd 
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Wou'd you have me advertife or fend the benmaa 
about to cry you ? 

Pranks. You're moft plaguily alter'd for the 
worfe^ How's your daughter ? fine girl I hearj 
wondered at it, when 1 thought of your phiz, 

fFhim. As civil as ever. 

Pranks. You (hall give her to my nephfcw, the 
greateft rogue in England. 

Whim. Why there may be finer girls than my 
daughter, yet I think (he's too good for a rogue* 

Pranks. Where did you make your fortune ? 

Whim. You know in the Indies to be Hire. 
{afide) If I had millions this fellow (till overawes 
me, that Fm a mere moufe before him« 

Pranks. I (corn to remind you \ — but you owe 
all that fortune to me. 

Whim, {afide) 'Twill be long enough before I 
repay you. 

Pranks. Only think of all the good things F^e 
done for you. Didn't I fufFer you to write for 
me fk'om fix in the morning to feven at night; 
iock'd you up> and fed you upon bread and chccfe, 
to Iharpen your induftry upon* the grindftonc of 
ntccfiity. 

Whim. Yes 5 you did keep me to the grliid- 
ftone. 

Pranks. Wasn't it I got you out to Bombay in 
the refpeftable line of a guinea-pig ? Didn't I 
procure for you letters to the governor and gene- 
ral ofiicef5 ? Didn't I write myfelf, ** This youn^ 
** man^ the bearer, is a prudent lad, that will 
" do all your dirty work?"' 

Whim, Certainly, your letter did me great 
' honour. ^ _ 

Pranks. Didn't you derive all yourinterefl: from. 
a pamphlet that I wrote, and gave you the credit 

of. 
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of, tho* JthougHt *twou'd bring the author to the 
pillory ? 

Wbim. You were very kind. 

Pranks. Didn't I, to give you notoriety, fpul* 
you on to kick the captain that horfcwhip'd the 
duke on the race-ground, tho* I was fure he'd blow 
your ear off for it. 

fFiim. I acknowledge all your goodnefs. , 

Pranks. Then give your daughter to my ne- 
phew; they (hall have every penny I'm wonh 
when I die; 

iVbim. Aye; but there's danger of your living 
a great while, Billy. 

Pranks. What 1 are you afraid of it you golden 
calf? 

PVbim. Where i$ your nephew ? 

Pranks. He was in the Temple ; is now in the 
Kings Bench i he does'c know it, but it's I that 
/keep hirn there, to make him, from a dread ot 
confinement, avoid running in debt. Shan't give 
him two fixpences, unlefs he marries your daughter. 

Whim. Ayci but I've promis'd her to a good 
young man in xht neighbourhood here, who has 
made the tour of Europe. Ah ! Mr. Peregrine 
brought home talle enough to lay out my gardens^ 
difpofe my flatues, and make yon foot the feat of 
Virtu and elegance. 

Pranks, {afide) Got his- money like a knave^ 
and now fpends it like a i^ool. 

Whim. Not half an hour fince I adually pro- 
mised Mr^ Peregrine chat he fliould marry Diaa 
tomorrow. 

Pranks. But, don't you rccolleft a prior pro- 
mife to me ? Didn't you engage if you ever made 
a fortune and had a child, my next a-kia fhou'd 

h^.vc both l 

Wb\m. 
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Whim. Aye; bijt Peregrine will flioot m6 if I 
break Imy word to him. 

Pfanks. Break it with me> and TU cut your 
wizen. 

Whim. Oh dear! Ym brought into this di- 
lemnYa by my bad memory, Harkye, Billy, TU 
make Peregrine wait, on pretext that his conftancy 
muft be tried.— -Yesj V\\ fend him to travel again 
for five years., 

Pranks. Inflead of marriage, let him go to- 
morrow. 

Whim. Aye ; but oft his return he*ll claim my 
promife. 

Pranks. Pihaw !— -his bade turn'd, my nephew 
will te here i- — ^I Ve already fent for him j Tom's a 
fprightly blade, monftrous wicked tho*.-r-Is this 
rAxt entrance to your grounds ? I 

W^him. Yes, IVe tranfported Italy into England. 

Pranks. Italy 1 

Whim. Here you'll fee gardens! 

Pranks. Fve a garden at Brixton Caufeway, 

Whim. Such bananas — then my hot-houfe— 
h^lf a dozen fuch peaches laft Chriftmas ! upon a 
fum up, the rearing will coft me two guineas a 
piece. 

Pranks. For whofe eating ? 

Whim. My own, to be fure. 

Pranks. Old Nick jump after them; fwallow 
in a minute, what would have kept a whole fa* 
inily for a twelvemonth 1 

Wbim. Weren't they my own ? 

Pranks. Superfluities are not our own, whilfl: 
the poor want common neceflaries. When do 
you dine? 

IVhim. Not till to-morrow, becaufe I refign ^ 

my houfe and improvements to-day^ to the ad- W^ 

youiiu 2£ miration ▼ 
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miration of a wondering public ; but you (hall 
fup with me, my friend. 
Pranks. Thank ye. 

Enter BARtEvcoRN^ 

Bar. Sir, Parfon Jack be making coUeftions 
for the poor fufFerers that were burnt out there at 
Minehead. He has fent the paper here, to put 
down your worfliip*s name for a trifle. 

fFbim. I wilh Parfon Jack would mind the bu- 
finefsof his own parifh j what have we to do with 
the poor of another county ? 

Franks. Hark ye, Dick Whincimy, in the hour 
of calamity, the unhappy of every country are our 
fellow-citizens (j^hes money.) Put that down. 

Bar. Your name. Sir ? 

Pranks. Never mind my name— If I can do 
any good, I don't want to blow a trumpet about 
it. 

ff^bim. Eh ! well, as it's charity. Til give— 

Bar. How much, Sir ? 

Whim. 1*11 give thcni — As I love to be modeft, 
put down plain Mr. Richard Whimmy, one pound 
one. 

Bar. ril give it myfelf, and dang me if your 
fliabby name fhall difgrace our parifli paper. 

[Exit. 

Pranks. That fellow has a fouL 

Whim. There's a faucy villain. 

Pranks. Yes ; but Dick, a fordid mind finks a 
man into contempt, though mafter of millions. 

fVhim. I defire, Billy, not to hear difagrecablc 

jhings; will you come »p with mc now? No J 

'Well, you'll excufe me till fuppcr. — I muft give 

TuUy, my gardener, his leffon — and — iki hermic 

got yet ! Look ! Pve advertif<^d for a man to 6c 

dreffcd 
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dre£t:d up as a hermit^ in the hermitage o£ my 
garckns. (^poinHng to an advertifement fafted en it 
ftgnpoft) 

Pranks. Dick, have a good fupper i remember 
old times. 

Whim. Yes^ I fhall never forget bread and 
cheefe. [Exit. 

V Pranks. Invites every body to ftc his gardens, 
and then the fhy churl ineaks out of the way, TeU 
me of carvings and paintings ! I fay the beft part 
of a gemlentian's houfe Is his kitchin and wine 
cellar. 

Entn T<M5Y. 

Toby. Shall your horfe have akiy oats. Sir ? 

Pranks. Yes^ Sir ; but if you pleafc. Sir, Pll 
fee him cat them myfclG Sir; for if the poor 
beaft is cheated, he f an'^t even fun^mons us to a 
court of conicience. [Exit. 

Toby. Stand to }ook at a horfe eating corn ! 
then you muft be main fond of feeing other folks 
at dinner, [Exit. 

Enter Tom Pranks, and Kirrt Bar](.£ycorn in 

travelling dreffes. 

Tom P. Exceeding fine weather indeed Ma'am^ 
but have you forgot any thing fn the chaife. 
Kitty. Oh dear ! yes, (/earcbing b^r pockets. 

Enter Post Boy. 

Poji B. Mifs you dropt this, \Exit. 

Kitty. My book of ballads that I bought at 

Blandford. ^ ^ 

E E 2 Tom P. % 
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Tom P. A divine girl ! — but what dors flic 
v^ant with a J>ook of ballads ? {ajide) — RcaUy 
Mifs don't you go any farther ? 

Kitty. "Why no, Sir* — I hope he won't find out 
that niy father keeps this inn here, {^aftde) — Sir., 
J wait here, and expe£):my fri^qds to fend a fer-^ 
Vant and a horfe for me. 

Tom P. Then you're fond of riding, I prefume, 
ma'ana ? 

^itty. Yes, Sir, with a pillion. 

TomP^ Qh !— behind a Heaven$ ! ^Hat I 

was the happy fervant to ride before you. 

Kitty. Cou'dn't expeft a gentleman Uke you, 
Sir. — Dear, I'm afra}d my father or Toby will 
come out to expofeme. {afide) Then, Sir, you're 
going on to Weymouth ? 

Tom P. Yes, Ma*am, my. feet, hca4> tody, 
and hands, but my foul remains at What^^ 
ihe name of this village. Ma'am? 

Kttty. I really don't know. Sir, — though \ 
was born ift it. (^ajde) 

Tom^ P. I wonder do we change horfes here, 
or get another chaife ? 

Kitty. I fancy. Sir, you change the carriage. 
.1 wi(h it was r^dy and he'd be off, though when 
he's gone, I Ihall hp indeed unhappy, (afide) 

Tom P. Won't you take fome refrefhment? 
yre'd beft ftep in. — Permit me the honour, of 
accompanying you. 

Kitty, {afide) Oh dear ! when he 6nd8 opt who 
I am, he'll defpife me. — Why no. Sir — my grand 
papa's fervant nray be now waiting, and he's a 
very crofs crufty grumps, if he'd fee a gentle- 
pian with me. 

Tom P. Then, M^dam, tho' a moment's con- 

fcrence with you wou'd give me the bigheft felL 

r . . City 
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city yet xny intrufion (hall cot be the means of 
your incui ring the difpleafure of pour friends. ^ 
. Kitty. Sir, yauTe exceedingly polite— ^How 
genteel, kind and generous ! He mud be fom€ 
very great gentleman, (/j^^^) Sir, tho' your 
horfe was'nt fuccefsfnl at Blandford races, 1 hope 
it won't have any effedl upon the pleafantry of 
your temper ? 

Tom P. Oh! Ma'am, I loft only a cotiple of 
thoufands on it — A niere nothing — Tho' it hasn't 
left me another guinea in the world. £h ! what's 
going on yonder up the hill ? a lace rtclie^ve* 

Kitty. Yes, Sir, for the filver cup.; — Dear I 
^What a fine thing 'twou'd be for father to win 
it. Cur parlour cuftomers love to drink out of 
filver. 

Tom P. Cuftomers 1 

Kitty, {afide and iionfufed) Oh, Lud! — I mean^ 
Sir — my papa-r-likes a race.^ Sir, youf moft 
obedient humble fervant. 

Tom P. Madam, {they fart with ceremony and 
tendernefs)* [£x/V Kitty into the houfe. 

Oh, by Heavens! flie's a cherubim! a good 
fortune, I dare fay— thinks me rolling in gold.. 
Ah ! flieUl be in ail the faihionable blaze of Wey^ 
mouth, and fliou'd I fee her, I muft fneak out 
of the way with my empty pockets. 

Enter Verzcriue. 

Pere. I was right enough — ^'tis Tom Pranks- 
Tom P. What! my worthy Cambridge Johnian, 

George Peregrine ? ah ! how d'ye do ? 

Pere.' But Tom^ what has brought you here ? 

what ^re ycu pn ? 

7om P. 
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Tim P- I'm on ahr, fire \ Are you on a Tcfit 
liere ? 

Fere. Vifit! no, at home; I've a fort of a 
Iktle lodge hard by, at which I (hall be very hap^ 
py to fee you } but, come, V(^hat brought you 
down here ? To fee Mr. Whimmy's gardens ? 

Jiw P, Whimroy ! who's he ? No» you can't 
conceive what a variety of high— ^low — jack — ^ 
and game, fmce the mornrng we parted at the 
Crown ami' Anchor, you in a p6ft^chaife for Do« , 
ver : 1 in a phaeton for Newmarket, juft run a , 
horfe at Blandfbrd — ^loft — beft of the fan, I'm at 
this moment a prifoner in the King's Bench. 

Pen. Ji prifoner iix the King"^ Bench^ ^nd a 
hundred and twenty two miles from town ? Why 
Tom, youVe lkipp*d out of bounds indeed ! 

Tom P. You may fuppofe, Geoiige, that my 
expences far exceeded my unic^e's aUowance; 
thought to hdp out by a lucky hit now and then, 
fo boqght a blood mare at Tatterfaiis, had her , 
put into training, then entered for the plate at 
Blandford— a beautiful thing — the crack of the 
courfc-r-but. before the meeting, a few pol^tive 
mechanical rafcais thruft me into the King's Bench, 
where I Hv'd as nobly as a newfpaper writer in 
for a libel.-~Mu(l go to Blandford though, fo 
procured the j-ules, ai]tdin hopes the turf could 
bring me in money enough to pay my debts, off 
1 fpank'd for Dorfetlhire, and, fpitc of infor- 
mers appeared on the courfc. The opinion feemed 
^11 in favour of my mare -^ but like a curfed 
g^een-horn, I withdrew her fron^ the plate, and 
made a by^match to run her againft Lord Skel- 
ter's Sour-croiit, to rideourfelvesrr-but a^ter the 
fiift round, my iQlernal gropm tql^me I carried 

tQQi 



OR RAMBLES IN DOR^TSHIRE. 22$ 

too much weight, flung part away, came infitft; 
but my Lord infixed on our being again weigtied^ 
I was too light by a pound and an half, fo Chat 
though I won, I ioil the race i two thoufand C<i 
his Lordfliip ; in ihort every guinea of a fuU five 
thoufand that an honed mcthqdift preacher> my 
landlord in the rules, railed to equip me for the 
expedition. 

Psre. Ah, Tom ! I thought when you and f 
were at Cambridge together, your fcampers to 
Newmarket would turn to this at la{L 

fi«i JP^ Certainly it's life, my boy. — ^You were 
always a dead fag, and I was a blood* You 
know I never could prevail on you, even then, 
to make one of our toxophiiite club. 

JPere. But where are you going now ? 

Tom P. Can you tell me ? Dem*me if I can tell 
you. — Sir, I was diftrefled— diftraded* 

Pere. Ayl but Tom, your mare,-^as flic 
won— 

Tom P. She's gone; fold ber for five hundred; 
went to dinner, tuck'd three bottles under my 
girdle — bopp'd off as Heady as old time to the 
aflembly, laugh'd at the minuets— tol lol, ad- 
journed to a fnug hazard party — loft every face— 
roird into the ftreet at eight in the mormng— 
Caw a carriage at the Greyhound door — pretty 
^irl all alone — finding it was a return chaife, ftept 
in without knowing whither bound — had a moll: 
delegable chat— a lovely creature — fingle — hi* 
ther we've come — »(he*s there— ^I'm here — (he's 
an angel with- a great fortune — I*m a dog with*, 
out the price of a collar. 

Pere. Ha ! ha ! ha 1 Well this is a mofl: curi- 
ous detail of your adventures* But Tom you 

haven't 
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bav'n*t heard, perhaps, Pm going to be married 
to the heirefs of this eftatc* 

Tom P. Indeed ! this is your muzzing for a 
fellowfhip. 

Pere. But won^t you return to the King's 
Bench ? ^ 

Tom P. No ! can't do that j they'd never let 
ine out again. 

Pefe. Yes ; but if you're found out here, it 
m\\\ be worfc : what will you do ? 

Tom P. What will I do ? Pflia I youVc always 
putting me to the mathematics^ fling by your 
Euclid, and you tell me what fhall I do. 
. P^r^. Ha 1 ha! ha! the very thing for you, 
Tom, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Tom iP. Plague, of your fneer j what are you 
at? 

Pere, Read that paper. 

Tom P. Paper 1 {reads the advertijement) " A 
*^ liberal offer. — Wanted i perfon to fit dreffed 
^* as a hermit in the hermitage of very capi- 
** tat gardens : on condition of his attendance 
^' for five years, he will be entitled to a gratuity 
^* of one thoufand pounds, and three hundred a 
«' year for the remainder of his lifef. — For parti- 
** culars inquire within." — Eh 1 what's atl thia 
about ? Hermit ! 

. Pere. Tom, don't you think fitting in the her» 
mitage preferable to a coop in the King's Bench* 
Suppofe you apply for this. 

Tom P. Me ! what I turn hermit ? — Poh, non- 
fcnfe ! a high go, faith. 

Pere. Will your uncle pay your debts ? 

Tom P. He ! Pvc got a hint 'twas he threw mc 
into prifon*— No ! I never ihali touch an ounce 
of his« 

Pere. 
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Fere. A thoufand guiQeas-<*three hundred a. 
year for life ! ^ 

5im P. Oh ! but Iiow wouTd it tell among 
one's friends ? mine are all bucks. 

Pere. While you can keep pace with them in 
flafli and expence : but driven into a corner by 
licknefs or poverty, there they leave you. 

Tarn P. Three hundred a year— — - 

Pere. If you think it an object, I'll anfwer for 
your getting the fituation. 

Tom P. What elfe can I da ? for when I caoae 
into this village:^ I didn't know which way to 
turn my face ; back to Londpn I cannot go ; 111 
have it— -a thousand 1 three hundred a year ! Til 
have iti 

Per0. No, but flop— can I believe that you'd 
continue five years m folitqde ? 

Tom P. Be independent of unc^-^dr^fs'd up 
in a gown and long beard, dan^'me^ I'll be a fine 
old bald-headed buck — befides the change in my 
petfon, if the marihal fl^ould fend conftables 
down here after me-^the very thing ! 

P^r^. Then I'll introduce you. Stop in the 
houfe a few miniite^, and m acquaint Mr. Whines- 
my. 

Tom P. Do tell him I'll he a hernoiit^ a pilgrim^ 

*' In peqance for paft folly^ 
V A pyifrim blythe and jolly,'* 

[Exeunt^, 
[Tom Pratfks gpej into the houfe. 
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SCENE II, 

•• ' -. t 

A Room in the Inn* 
Enter Barleycorn. 

Bar. Oh r the gentlefolks that came from 
Weymouth by Water ; they feeto to have got a 
foufing. 

Poz. {without) Ail your fault, Mr. Bite. 

^ite. ^witbdut) Mine ! 'twas your*s, Mr. Poz. 

' '...;.. ... 

* Enter Poz and Bite. 

Poz. Yoii know you wouldn't let the fail be up. 

Bite.. If it had, we (hou'd have tipp*d over, 
been knock'd againft Durdle Door rock, as they 
call it. ' 

Poz. I know better; we ihou'd have fkimi'd like 
a fwallow — boxing about three hours in dabbling 
oars. We came upon a party of pleafure, and 
had nothing but croflfes and wrangling. Keep 
your temper like Mr. Apathy yonder. 

Bite. Aye!. Becaufe Mr. Apathy is a man of 
faftiion ; his ab'fent infipidity is' thought agreeable. 
He don't fecm to know whether he has either 
fenfes or faculties, for he doesn^t put one of them 
to its proper ufe ; in ftepping on ftiore, he dalhes 
one leg into the water, and with the other, fhoves 
the boat back again, and fets'the ladies a fhrick: 
ing. 

Enter APAtHY. 

« 

Jjpa. And this is a party of pleafure. 

BiU, 
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^ite. Droll tnough, Mr. Apathy, your mak- 
ing one of it — Looking about on the pier at Wey- 
mouth, you' hand one of oui* ladies ill to the boat, 
ftepin after. her. Off we put, afld hej^e you are. 

Bltr. Do you dine here, gentleman? 

Apa. No, .I've a party todia^ with me at Gibbs, 
Portland Akitis. 

Poz. Then you'll get there about 7 o'clock to- 
morrow night. 

Bile. But we (hou'dn^t have left the ladies. 

Jfa. Mrs. Anyinan wont long leaVe us. * 

Enter Mrs* Anyman. 

Mrs. A. *0\i you cr^atdre \ to pu(h us out to fea 
again, but I nauft take your arm Apathy. 

Apa. Ma*am you do tnc honor. {TawnSy and 
walks away) 

Poz, Ha ! ha 1 ha ! Mrs. Anyman, don't you 
thitik Mrs. Dainty is a mod agreeable woman ? 

Afrj. A. All affedation I With the ^onftitutioa 

of a life-guard -man, fhe pretends to be as delicate 

as a f^ne. thing made for a fliew glafs. 
f 

« 

Enter Mrs. Dainty. 

Mrs. D. Oh I (hall faint! my nerves are in 
filch a ftate ! Watier excurfion ! Horrid ! this h 
ibme vulgar club room, I fuppoft. 
. Mite. And this the prefident's chair. 

Poz. Aye, it juft fuits a fat beadle. 

Apa. So it does* Will you pleafe to fit, Ma'am^ 
(hands it to Mrs. Dainty.) 

Mrs^ D» Offer me a great chair, indeed. 

F F 2 Enf^r 
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Enter Kittv. 

Kitty. Oh ! that dear fwcet gentleman— -from 
his having fuch fine ruiimng horfes, he muft be 
certainly fome great 'fquire. Heigh, ho ! {Jits) 

Mrs. A. Pray do you know this young lady ? 

(7i Barleycorn) 

Bite. Mifs, will you take a gkfs of negus ? 

Bar. I ax pardon. Mifs, will you be kind 
enough to go boil the lobfters for the con^pany ? 
Dang my buttons, this is letting you go to Bland- 
ford races — I'll buy riding habits and feathered 
hats for you — ^go put on your white apron — there's 
the keys — get along. 

Kitty. I &all father; don't be angry. As that 
charming gentleman doesn't fee me in this mean 
fituation, I don't care what any body elfe thinks 
of me J but he's far off by this, (ajide) What 
wou'd you pleafe to have, .ladies?— Father, I 
hope the gentlemen haven't been long waiting. PU 
look to every thing myfelf, father j don't make 
yourfelf uneafy. [Exit. 

Mrs. A. Oh! then good man, that is your 
daughter ? 

Bar. Yes, ma'am. 

Mrs. D. You Ihou'dn't fuffer her to give hcr- 
felf fuch airs before people. 

Bar. True ma'am, that's all abng of an aunt 
of her mother's— leaving her a little budget of 
money — makes the faucy flut independent of me. 

Enter Tom Pranks, flow and ruminating. 

Tom, P. This charming young lady^^ — but flic's 
by this with her friends— oh, company! I fear I 
intrude I 
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Paz* NOi Sir, we dine in this room ; but we 
were juft on the wing to fte the gardens. 

Enter a Woman. 

Woman, {to Tont Prariks) Mafler^ I he's poot 
woman, brings fifli to Blandford; Mrs. Pooley, 
at the Greyhound, fends you this, you had forgot 
tbeTe. {lays afmall ^atife on tbe table) 

Tom. P. Yes, faith, here's rhy jockey drefs—^ 
Uiere you beauty, (^zwr money) [^Exit womOnm 

Enter Toby. 

Toby. If one of you gentlefolks be called 
Lawyer Poz, ahd be come from London to breed 
difturba:iices, there's a mon would talk with you* 

Poz. Any man that talks to me, muft pay for 
my talking to him. Where is he ? 

lExUy Toby follows. 

Mrs. D. Mr. Poz td cott\€ out upon pleafurc, 
and then to quit his party for bufincfs ? 

jRr/^. Bufinefs ! Why ma*am he charged me 
fix and eight pence for only inviting him- to dine 
with me, becaufe I happened, in the courfc of 
converfation, to afk whether I cou*d recover da- 
mages of Brigadier Bounce, for running his thumb 
in my wife's eye, whilft we were all playing blind* 
man's buff together. 

Tom. P\ Landlord, who were thofc ladies Imet 
juft now at the door, one was the fineft woman 
my eyes ever beheld. 

Mrs. A. Sir, you fhould always except the 
prefent company. 

Tom P. Madam, I aflc pardon — and the other 

the 
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the maft ordinary woman I rcyer faw, (^l^ows^ 
the prefent company excepted* 

Mn. t. h^ » Shocking ! 

^pa. I like a party of pleafurej come madam. 
{Takes Barleycorn by the band.) 

[Exeunt all but Tom Pranks. 

Tim P. I rccolleft this Attorney Poz, and a 
Tery litigious fcoundrel he is too. Let*s confi- 
der a little on this hermit bufinefs — Yes — V\\ 
dp*t — five years — V\\ try it however — I think 
Peregrine would lend me a fupply— but borrow- 
ing money of a friend. — No, in neccflity, give 
me the money-lending griper, whom I pay for bis 
kindnefs^ and look full in the face, whilft I pocket 
his cafti. I'm curfedly low. Eh ! they fell wine 
in this houfe I fuppofe; — waiter ! (rings and tbroyjs 
himfelf in a Jeat) 

Enter Kitty, {Jn a plain drefs^ with a glafs in bet 

band. ) 

Kitty. Did you pleafe to, call. Sir? is this wine 
and water for you. Sir ? — Oh, lord ! I ihall fink 
with fliame. (ajide) 

Tom P. "My dear, if you pleafe to get me— * 
Eh ! why *tis certainly fhe? could fhe have fb much 
deception ? but I'll not diftrefs her. (aJide) 
■ Kitty, (confu/ed) Sir — I — 1-— the — the waiter 
(hall bring — you what — you want. 

Tom P. Poor thing! I feel her confufion fronl 
my foul, (aJide) I — do, Mifs — Ma*am-^my deaf 
—I — 1-— dam*me but Vm as much confufed as 
herfelf ! I— hem I-— I rang the bell. 

Kitty. Yes, Sir— you call'd — ^I thought you 
caird*— you wanted— 

Tom P. Yes, my dear, I wanted — that is it.— 

Curfe 
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Curfe irc if I know what I wanted, {afide) Her 
modefty gives me fome hope that this m^y have 
been the firft little art (he was ever guilty of. 

Kitty. Toby ! bring the gentleman the- — the— • 
Sir, you fhall have it prefently. 

\Exit with emotioru 

Tom P. You moft delicate piece of artful love- 
linefs ! — now is (he the maid or daughter of the 
Red Lion ? the daughter Ihe muft be. Oh ! ho ! 
now I fee her wi(h for the filver cup— I wi(h I 
cou*d win it for her. I've my jocTcey drefs here 
ready, (jputs his band on the vaiife) and cou'd ride, 
but a horfe is neceffary. This lovely impoftpr— • 
fuch a fair cheat 1 old Grumps waiting to bring her 
to grand-papa ! a very good offer that faith, ha ! 
ha! ha! ha! Oh! this has clinch'd it. Td turn 
hermit for one- and- twenty years, if only to be 
near this beautiful hypocrite. 

j^/i/^r Ben. 

Ben. Sir, I believe you are the gentleman — ^k 
Peregrine's compliments, would be glad to fee you 
Ujp at Mr. Whimmy*s. [Exit, 

Tom P. Very well I Pve a mind to ring the 
bell again for another look at this charming girl 
— girl!, true, I'm a hermits 



In penance for paft folly, 
A pilgrim bly the and jolly." 

[Exitfingtng. 
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ACT II. 
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SCENE L 



Before the Inn* 
Enter from is Tqby and Poz. 

Voz. 

Vv ELL, where is this man ? 

Toly. (^Looking akoUi) He's not in the road, 
nor he*s not in the houfe^ nor he's not in the 
ilabl^t nor he*s not in— 

Poz. Zounds^ maul I don't want to know 
where he is not-r- 

Toly. Here be the very mon. 

Poz. {Looking out) "Eh I what Ham Barebones, 
the Methodift preacher, informer j, pedlar, money* 
lender, broker, old-cloaths-man. In the way of 
my profeflion a moft choice friend j* the conver- 
fation between him and I won'^ ad^nriit of a third 

pcrfoni, 
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pcrfon. {To Toby) Has your maimer no call for 
yoM ? but you muft ftand grinning here. 

Toby J Yes, Sir, I've the knives to rub, and 
dinner-tables to fet out ; but Til be in the way, 
for 1 know when a lawyer comes down here 
amongfl us, he foon cuts out work for the con* 
ftablc. lExit 

. I ■ 

£;{/^r Baribones. 

Po%. Ah ! Mafter Barebones, fo far from Lon- 
don, how doft do ? 

Bare. Liyes-«-dS much as honeit folks can do 
now-a-days. 

Poz. I know better, my old friend ^ you'll Jive 
where an honcft man will ftarvc. 

Bare. Vhcn I vas a coal-heaver, my face vas a 
black aneel, but my inward m^n vas as vhite as a 
vhite vaU that is vhf te. 

Poz^ Plague o'your canting to me! if you have 
any bufinefs ? Come, to it at once. 

Bare. I am a tender Chrifti^n, and vith my 
money I did relieve the poor by lending it them. 

Poz. On good intereftt 

Bare. I did take care of ipyfelf ; I did lend 5;ooo 
pounds to a young Mufter Pranks. 

Poz. Why wasnt it I that threw him into the 
King's Bench for you ? 

Bare. As he received the money by a third 
hand, not knowing I vas the creditor, vhen he 
got the rules, he did take lodgings in my houfe 
in St. George's Fields; I did advifc him to run 
from his bail, dat I might get a reward for re* 
taking him. Don*t you know him ? 

Poz. No 1 When i fend a man to quod, 'tis 
enough for me if my bailiff knows him. Lucky 

rot. III. G G youj-. 
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your firtdirlg me here; I cottie down to'^Wey^ 
mouth upon bufinefs. So^ as my client paid all ta* 
(>ence89 thought I might give my wife a little water- 
dip. When I came upon this water excUrfion 
to fee Mr. Whimmy's improvements, but left 
her behind, as weVe ladies.^ Barebones, Tm, 
in genteel company, fo don't feem to know me-^ 
Oh ! yonder they're going into the gardens ; you 
and I will talk over this affair. 

' Bare. You are encompaffed with the wicked — 
I am moved by the fpirit. 

[Exit Barebones as in ejaculation. 

Poz. Ha! ha! fanftified face, and rogue's 

heart. [£>//, 



SCENE 11. 
A Room in Whim my 's. 

Enter Whimmy. 

fFbim. The company are flocking iii already to 
admire my gardens ; that tough old bully Pranks 
won't even pay me the compliment to fee them. I 
muft have a good fupper for him tho', or he'U do. 
nothing but quarrel — muft give orders to Mrs. 
Maggs, my heufekeeper, about it. Oh ! here 
Ihe is. Since I fet her to fhow my houfe and 
piAures, it has given her fuch a confequential— 
all talk herfelf, but never liftens to any body elfe, 
always dinning in my ears the grandeur of the 
laft people flie lived with } nothing but the family 
of the Olmondles. 

Enter 
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knter Mrs. Maggs. 

Mrsw Maggs, you muft-^ ' 

Mrs. M. Well Sir, I knaw that very welL 

Whim. What, beforie I tcU you | a gentleman 
fups with me to-night. 

Mrs. M. Well, lir, I know a gpptleman fups 
>rith you. 

Whim. Ay ! you know now I tell you i and 
i'llhaye— 

Mrs. M. Well, Sir, I k»ow what you'd have. 
* Whim. Before I tell you ! I muft be fure to 
have a Brill, and variety of other fifti. 

Mrs. M. Well, I know you jfxuift have a Brill^ 
and variety of other fifh. 

If^him. Certainly you know; whea I tdl you* 
Befides all other wines> as my friei^d is a I.ondoa 
foaker, have feme of my oldeft portj ibme hot-* 
tied porter, and a pipe. 

Mrs. M. Well, 1 know you muft have bottled 
porter and a pipe of port. 

Whim. Now you know nothing at all about 
it — go along Madam. 

Mrs. M. Ah ! when I liv*d with Squire Ol- 
mondle, he never bid me go along. 

Whim* Stupid wife fool ! 

Mrs. M. Oh ! the Olmondles ! that was the 
genteel family that knew how to treat a houfe^ 
keeper like a gentlewoman. 

Whim. The Olmondles! I deteft the very 
name ; it grates my ear like cutting of cork— a 
teafing ninny I you know all, won't let any bo- 
dy elfe know any thing, and after all know no* 
thing at all. Mrs. Maggs, fiep and bring me 
word- 
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Mrs. M. Certainly, Sir, Til bring you word— 

G G 2 Wbimm 
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Whim. Ot Pihzt now ? See if the young madf 
tl)e hermit ttizi Mr. Peregrine fpoke of is come 
from Barleycorns. 

jW>i. M. WcB. Sir, I know that. 

Whim. Ay ! yoo know that and this — And^ 
after that, Mrs. Ma|;gs, you muft 

Mrs.M. Well, &r, 1 will^ you may depend 
upon it. [Exit. 

Whim. Now, what will (he ! never knew one 
of your profefled notable clever women worth a 
penny in a houfe, but to fay all aod do nothing. 

Enter Peregrine and Tom Franks. 

Pert. Sir, here is — 

Whim. Sir, your moft obedient— (^(?w/ refpeB^ 
fully) Won*t you pleafe to fit. Sir? {bands a chair 
to Tom Pranh) who is the gendeman ? {apart to 
Peregrine. )r 

Pere. You know. Sir, the Hermit I told you of. 

Whim. Oh ! the young man that's come to en- 
gage himfelf as Hermit— Hem ! ( pulls the chair 
awayy andjeats himfelf.) Vrsiy^ how old arc you 
my lad ? {furveying him) 

Tom P. Very impudent ! Peregrine, I think I 
ihall kick your, friend. 

Pere. Be quiet, not overwife tobe furci but; 
my future father-in-law. {apart) 

Whim. I fay, what time of life are you ? 

Tom P. I'm— thereabouts I believe. 

Whim. Thereabouts ! Well, hem ! Where was 
yon born ? 

Tom P. I don't remember. 

Whim. What's your name ? 

Tom P. TomTouzle. «^ 

W/ilm. I fuppofe you're poor and glad to catch"^ 
at any thing. 

Ferd, Sir, but— rcmeipber he's a gentleman. 
- - Tom. 
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^6m P. Never mind, Mr. Peregrine— I think 
£pi£letus fays a perfon without mope^, is like 
one man's fingers to another man's cars— you 
may pull twice before he'll laugh^ once — ( fulls 
fFbimmy by the ear^ be roars) There, Sir, you 
fec--^ 

fere. Ay, Sir, you perceive this gentleman's a 
philofopher and fit to be a hermit. 

Whim. Fie to be a hermit becaufe he pulls my 
cars ! What a devil do you mean by that both 
of you ? Are you willing to be my Hermit, to fit 
in my Hermitage ? ^ 

Tom P. Tve afk'd Tom, and he fays, Oy. 
J^Zr/^i. You've have afked Tom ! Who's "he? 
Pere. Himfelf, Sir. You know this is Tom 
Touzle. I think, Sir, he's very fmart. 

Whim. Yes^ and be has made me (mart too-« 
m devil, to his Philofophy ! However I muft ac- 
knowledge he has a genteel addrefs — Can you 
fubmit CO cloud your fine perfon in a gown and 
beard, and hide'that brown head of hairof your's 
in a wig ? 
^ TomP. You were talking — What was it pray ? 
fFbim. Why, how will you like to appear as a 
bald-headed old man ? 

Tom P. How wou'd I like to appear as a fool- 
i&, bald-headed, ugly old man ; I'll fee. Sir, 
\wbips offJVhimmy^s wig, and ft ares at him.) 
Whim. The Devi 3ir! what's that for ? 
Tom. P. Tom fays Oy. 

Wbim. Is that more of your philofophy ? Yott 

know you're to have two hundred a year. 

, Pere. Oh! Sir, thrc-. \ _ 

Whim. What 1 is it thtce in theaivr w;-ent ? 

Tom. P. True, Sir, it's four hundred a vear 

• in the adrercifemec Wifn. 

Wbim. Only three, at the end pf five ycai — - 

Yot :c 
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You're to dioc at the fecond table with mf 
houfekeH>^9 butler, and valet. 

Jom. P. And you're coachman. Sir ? 

Pen. Sir, you^re ftiU forgetting he's a geatle-^ 
man. 

7om. P. You'll fit at the table with me, Sir ? 

Whim. Me ! not I! 

Tom. P. I don't dipc with you. Sir ? oh, then I 
ngree. 

Bf^bim. What 1 Peregrine, is be making me 
^ouc mvprfe company than my own fervants ? 

Pere. Well Sir, you fee he's an oddity, and 
you neyer can pi^vail upon any other to accept 
t3iis*di&greeable office. 
/ Whim. Ah, here's TuUy my gardener. 

Tom P. What ! docs he dine with me too ? 

ff^m. No, he'll give you your infirudions, 
and your drd(s, and condud you to your poft— ^ 
Ob, her^ he is. 

Enter TujLi-y, whk a hermit's drefs. 

Tufly. Won't your honor give fomething to-s 
wards the filver cup, that the ponies are to run 
for on the top of the hill ? 

Whim. The devil's in you and the ponies, and 
that fpiteful ra(cal. Barleycorn, fixing the race 
on the very day of Ihewing my gardens* 

Tom. P. True, a race here, and I going to fit 
like a rat in a corner. 
< Tully. Oh, is this our new old young hermit ? 

Whim. Tully, I commit Tom Touzle into 
your hands. 

Tom. P. What do you think of Tom Touzle ? 

Pere. Ay, Tully, I met this reverend greek 
when abroad — and brought him home from the 
Apennine mountains* 

' Tully. 
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Tully. Now, Sir, if you had brought the moun- 
tains home, you'd have told us fome travelling 
news. 

Tom. P. Tho' you fee by my boots Pm a tra- 
veller, yet perhaps Mr. Gardiner, you think I 
look more like a rake than a rolling uone ? 

Whim^ Ay; but you muft be fixed in your 
ftation like the Sun Dial — Come, Peregrine, I 
Want to talk to you and Dian, about your mar- 
riage to-morrow. 

Fere. Sir, I attend you. 

[^Exh Whimmy. 
Te's^.irgkij^'e following^ Tom Fkasks pulls him by 

thefleeve. 

Tom P. Very humiliating this ! Ca'n't bring 
myfelf to it. 

Perei The thoufand pounds, and fnug annuity, 

^om P. True ! I'm in for the plate. 

[Exit Peregrine. 

Tully. Well, Mr. Touzle, try on your appa- 
rel, 

rem P. Oh ! let's fee. 

Tul/y. Your Banian ! 

Tpm P. Fits me like a centry-box. (throws it 
on) A fandluary this againft the boners. Eh TuU 

Tully. You'll find the fanftified bones on your 
grafs-table.-^— -That £kull-cap*s for your head. 

Tom P. And the Ikull-cap's for my head — 
thank'ye. 

Tully. And there's a rope the ceftus for your 
middle. 
(Tom Pranks and Tully go over to the looking-gla/s.) 

Tom P. I hope Sir, I don't deprive you of a 

necklace. 

Enter 
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Enter Kitty. 

1 

\ 

Kitty. Toby infifts that this young gentleman 
here came up with Ben, and father told me that 
the poft-chaife returned to Blandford empty. 

Tally. Arrah ! Mifs Kitty you creature, then 
are you come up hereto us ! To the beam of 
your eye, honey, I'd be a fun-flower ; ay, and 
I'd bow like the fenfitive plant if you were to 
touch me at the length of a hop- pole. 

Ki^ty. La ! who's that, Mr, TuUy ? 

Tully. It's the poor man that's come to hire 
himfelf to be mailer's hermit. 

Tom P. Well, Sir, what's to be done now? 
(turning and' advancing) 

Kitty. Eh! good gracious if it isn't— ^poor 
man ! La ! then he's of no higher condition than 
mvfelf. 

Tom P. My pretty fellow-traveller ! mortifying 
that (he Ihou'd fee me in this miferable plight. 

Kitty. Hewou'dn't put me to confufion by 
feeming to know me this morning, and qow I'U 
return the compliment. 

** There dwelt a Man in fair Weftmoreland^ 
" Jonnny Armftrong men did him call, 

** He had neither lands nor rents coming in, 
*' Yet he kept eightfcQre men in his Hall." 

[^Exit Jingingn 



Tully. Why Kitty Barleycorn and Tom Touzle, 
look'd at each other like two acquaintances that 
had never feen one another before. Come along 
man, up to the hermitage — As this is Wednes- 
day, and the company will be upon you, you can 
only have your hermit's dinner, a bowl of fpring- 

water. 
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tvi^er, and a raw parfnip : bttt when your day's 
work of fitting quiet's over, you may come into 
the houfe and get a bit of hare> and a piece of a 
cold pie. 

Tom P. •* And may at kft my weary age 

Find out the peaceful Hermitage^ 
The Hairy Gown, and Moffy Cell 
Where I niay fit, and nightly fpell 
*' Of all the Stars that Heav'n doth fhew, 
•* And all the Herbs that fip the dew, 
" Till old experience do attain 
'* To fometmng like prophetic ftrain." 

\ExiL 

TuUy. Oh! the devil, luch a finp hermit as this 
Ve never had. See how he capers along : Eh, 
why arrah ! he wont furc — (looking out) By the 
povi^ers of Moll Flanders, if he hasn't jumped up 
oh a little horfe— there ! there he gallops round 
the fi(h-pond, as if the very devil was before him 
-—but 1 muft fhew him his hernfiitage, and his 
dead man's head, and his litde lamp —By my foul, 
he (hall have a jewel of a fupper, or there's no 
cheefe in Kinnegad — Salmon in Leixflip— or cakes 
in Balruddery, [£a;//. 



SCENE III. 

Magnificent Gardens^ Statues, Fountains^ &c. 
Enter VIhimmy, (repeating with exultation.) 

" I build, I plant, whatever I intend ; 
" I rear the column, and the arch I bend; 
** I fwcU the terrace, or I fink the grot — — '* 

VOL. iix. "9 Enter 
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Entir TuLLY* 

ph Tully ! Well, you hav« given my new hermit 
his drefs- — but now you muft look to.yourfdf, 
brulh up all your eloquence for your poll of Ci- 
ceroni, to defcribe the attic urbanity of my £ngli(h 
Tufcplum here — but mind, Tully, I command 
you not to take a penny from one of the Com-^ 
pany, 

Tuliy. A penny ! not 1> Sir but mayn't I take 
a crown or two if they offer it ? 

Whim. No, Gentlemen fuffering the public to 
pay their fervants wages, and turning their dweU 
ling houfcs into a Sadlers Wells, and a Royal 
Grove, is mean. I never paid for feeing pictures 
in palaces, or vines in gardens, that I didn^t 
blum for the difgrace thrown upon the dignity of 
the owner. Is the water party come that ftop'd 
at the Red Lion ? 

Tully. Yes, Sir. Mrs. Maggs is now fhowing 
them the houfe. But do you know. Sir, fhe 
told them, that the pidure of Maly Magdalen 
was Mrs. Molly Olmondle. 

Whim. Oh, moft horrid- — 

Tully. Sir, don*t fret about that woitiaii J yoii 
know in the fhowing way Til brin^ up your credit 
with a wet fingfer -, Mrs. Maggs will infift that this 
is a pyramid — now pray. Sir, isn't it an obfticle ? 
I muft go and put on my Wednefday's fine fuit of 
cloaths that you gave me to fhow the gardens in. 
Oh I Sir, I fometimes forget the name pf that 
ftatute that you told me came out of the fea« 

Whm. My Venus ! 

Tully. Ay, my dog of Venus, {takes out a book) 

IVhinu What dogs and cats arc you at map ? 

This 



h^^ 
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This has nothing to fay to the Doge of Venice— 
This Is a goddew— -my Venus de Medicos. 

Tully. Now, Sir^ that tall man with his paw 
out, I know his name-*— what is it, Sir ? 

Whim. My Apollo of Belvi^cre; and that, 
that^s my Saturn devouring his children; mv 
Mercury, the Meffengcr of the Gods 5 my Julia, 
the Daughter of Auguftus, my real aptroue. 

Tully. {Perufrs a book^ and alftrnatefy looks at 
tbeftatues) Sir, (ince your hand's in for fculpture- 
fhipi you may as well tell me about all the other 
groves and rivers. 

IVbim. My Avernus, or fubterraneous rivcc; 
my Tartarus, my Elyfian fields- 




about 
myielf^ 

the gateway. \^^xii.^ 

Whim, dbfticle ! ftatute ! very ignorant this 
faid Mafter Tully ; I muft watch how you go ou 
with your defcription. I fhou^d like to come at 
the people's real opinion of my gardens ^nd im-» 
provemeats. 

^nter a Waggoner, (wbijiling and Jiaring about^^ 

Were you defired to walk in here ? 

Wag. Noa ! 'twas my own fancy. 

fVhim. Why then it's my fanfey that you walk 
out again. 

fVag. Ah ! it I thought I cou'dn't do that, I 
ihou'dn't have com'd in, I can tell thee. 

Wbim. What ! keep your diftance. 

Wag. I wool ) becauiey |tt the famf tiaie, you 
liitcp yourst 
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{Loud laughing without!) 

Whim. Oh! the company., I wifli tp hp^F 
how Mr. Tully perforips hi* olfice of orator. If 
I could mix amongd them without being known 
rr-this clodpate's hat, ai)d wig, may do it— • 
[you've no objedion to ^ixl^aughc of firoog bee^p 
and a dice of bc^f ? 

Wag. Noa ! 

fThim. (mimicking) Noa I then come with mc# 

Wag. I wool. 

Whim, {turns to look at him) Doo ! (mimicking) 

Wag. Yez. [^Etceunt. 

Enter Tully* in a Jmt of tarnilhtd laced cloaths 
and a iag wigi with a fmeill white rod in hi^ 
handj followed by Bite^ Poz, Af athy, Bar£^ 
bon£S| Mrs. Daikty, andMMn Anyman. 

TuL Hem ! my Lady, ^his is counted the fined 
place in all Ireland — England i mean» for figures, 
iind fountains, and greep little mountains^ and 
groves, and banana's, and dvick9> and Diana's. 
' — Gentlemen look and fee, but don't lay youc 
fingers on any thing j pray Ladies abftain froq 
pulling a pofey. 

Mrs. A. What noife is this under ground ? 

Tul. My Lady) it's the fuccedancous river of 
black Tartary ; it creeps over flicks and ftonea 
like an eel down the rocks yonder ; thcp it fails 
away, fo gay, into the fea like a maide^ ray. 

Bare, {apart $o Poz) I've fpoken with the 

poft-chaife boy th%t did drive a gemman and the 

girl of the publicboufe to the village here, and by 

.the defcription it's yoqng Mufter Pranks, the 

manvevants. ^ 

.Poz* 
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I Poz. (apart) The parifli conftable is the waiter 
at the Red Lion, engage him to arrefl: Mr. Pranks 
hem! 



Enter Wi^immy in a waggoner's frock^ ^c. 

Whim. I don't tbinJi: they can know me — now 
I (hall hear how my gardener performs his o^ce* 
{afide) 

Bite. What figure call you this? {pints to a 
Laocoon) 

Tuliy. Ayl you're a nice figure* to come thnift* 
ifig yoqrfelf into the company of ladies and gea« 
^emen. {to Wbimmy^ 

Bite. No ! I mean th]|. 

Tully. That's Venus, the goddefs of medecine 
r— a pretty lemployment Pve got to throw away 
iny roratory and knowledge to divart fuch dirty 
])lackguards a$ you. {to Whimmy) — this is - 

Whim. Apollo of Belyidere. {apart) 

Tully. that's Poll the bell- weatlier, that run af- 
ter Daphne, and was kick'd out of heaven by 
Jove^-*Vby Jove FU be free,- apdfo turn'd cow- 
boy, to— — 

fVbim. Shepherd to king Adraetus. {apart) 

Tully. To be fure I admitted them-r-get you 
6ut, who bid you put in your prate ? 

Mrs. B. Heavensi who is that ? 

Tul. That is — that's {confuJed)'^X\i^t is, my 
Lady— Why, your honour, it's not a watch box, 
nor it's not a wheel- barrow, nor it's not a fummer 
houfe — 

Poz.Wc don't wait to know what it is not, 
but what it is. 

IFhim. {Wbifpering) Minerva— Pallas. 

Tully. It's not a palace, or a eake-houfe — I 
|yi(|i you'd hold your prate— you made me fay ic 
.'' '" ■■ ' ' ' IV*^ 
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was a watchbo^ juft now— -why it's marvle^ iff 
all made of marvle. 

]\^s. A. Bat the lady marvek who 'twas made 
for. 

J'ully. Oh ! 'twas made for my mafter j hii 
bought it from the flone-mao» 

Poz. Is it like? — 

Tully. Vm glad you like it. 

Mrs. D. This I fuppofe is — 

^ully. Notat all, mylady, 'tis, 'tis — 

Whim. Upari) Saturn eating his child*-^ 

^ully. 1 e?, ma'am, 'tis the child eating citron 
—will you hold your prate, {to Wbimmy) — this, 
gentleman and ladies, is*^ 

Bare. Idolatry ! 

Ttdly. What is it ? Pooh ! Now had not yon 
beft all teach me inftead of I laming you ! You 
fee, your honour, he has a flute in his mouth. 

JVhim. Such an infernal Irilh plough-boy ! 

Tully. Ay ! *• The infernal Irifli plough-boy 
tjiat whiftPd o»cr the lea," that's the man. 

Poz. A curs'd ftout fellow this. Who is he? 

Whim, {apart) Hercules of Farnefe. 

Tally. It's not bare knees, nor big knees, nor 
big legs, — that's the tired paver reding himfelf on 
his ftone paving-dick. 

Whim. Oh heavens ! I've fent to Italy for a 
fine purpofe, {ajide) 

Tully. But I'm talking here by word of mouth, 
when I might fay it all in reading, as I have it 
by heart from my defcribing-book — now I de- 
fire you'll hold your tongues, for if you talk 
you'll put me out ; pleafe your honour, hem ! 
Itdkes out a book and looks at it) " Thefe" — Oh ! 
now I go on velvet ; {holds the book behind bis 
back) Thefe gaide(is, whifh arp now the admi- 

ratioa 
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r&tian of the larned and curifb, were once a 
barren flat like Saliibury Plain^ till Mr. Hum- 
phry Freak Whimmy, Efq* gave forty thoufand 
pounds for the ould caftle and lands, turn'd the 
courfe of the river through them, and withRo^ 
man tafte and Britifli magnificence — 

Apa. Pray, friend, what o'clock is it ? 

J'ully. Roman — half an hour aft^r one— two-— 

Roman — two — Roman — breeches— hem !: 

breeches — Britifli magnificence-^the river — -ift 
the ould cattle — ^ran !— -round the lands. The 
curiih — of Salifbury Plain. The devil's in this 
man, and his what o'clock is it ? He's put me all 
out — fo I muft — my defcribing book, {takes out 
his book^ wets bis thumbs and turns ever the leaves 
bajiify, and vex*d.) Bri-tifli mag-ni-fi-ci— -Oh 1 
here it is. {looking and reading) Having firft tra- 
veH'd to fee the ancient beauties of Italy, H- 
taly — {looks again) Italy, {puts the book behind his 
back) and feledied with claffical— Ah ! ah ! claf- 
£caI--*Ah ! damnation! (thruftsthe book into bis 
pocket) Thefe gardens which are now the admira* 
tion of the learned and curifti, were once a bar-, 
ren flat like Salifbury Plain, till Mr. Humphrey 
Freak 

Apa. Pray, my friend, does Mr. Freak take 
fnufF ? 

Tully. Yes, blackguard-— till Humphrey Freak 
Whimmy, Efquire — Humphrey* Efquire — Sa« 
liibury Street*— pooh !-— the Plain-— lamed and 
curifli — river upon the ould cattle-^^land turned 
— aboat — abou t — 
' Mrs. A. Why the orator's in a hobble. 

Tully. Orator Hobble^— oh ! the devil take--p-I 
was failing on like a young fwan, till this fellow 
comes with his fnulF. {very quick) Thefe gar- 
dens. 
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dens, which are now the adaitration of the lamM 
and curifh, were once a barren flat like Salifbury 
Kain, (iirops the bookj Jioops to recover it) *till 
Humphrey Freak Whimmy, Efquire, gave forty 
thoufand pounds for the ould caftle, {Apathy picks 
iiup) and lands around it — {kokjL^t^ Apathy) 

Apa. {opens and reads) ** Tuilung to the left 
you wind through a moft delicious fhrubbery/* 

*Tully. {confufed ) Humphrey Freak— a barren 
ftat. My roafter's a fiat. 

Apa. •* You reach the labyrinth.'* 

'iully. Like Salifbury Plain. 

Apa. ^^ So intricate that you're puzzled to get 
out/* 

JW/y. Pm puzzled to get out — I'm ^>out«^— 
Humphrey Whimmy— ii^ 

Whim. Blockhead! 

Tully. Is a blockhead. 

All. Ha! ha! ha! 

Tully. Well, ladies and gentlemen, I don't 
ivonder at your laughing at my mailer's non^ 
fenfe in laying out fo much money on the balder^ 
daih you fee round about you here. But, ladies 
and gentlemen, though my mafter'^s a fool, you'll 
remember my trouble, I hope, {firetching out his 
hand) 

Whim. Not a farthing, {apart to him) 
. Tully. Why a didn't expeft any thing from fuch 
an ill looking beggarly whelp as you. Will you 
walk aut of the grounds, if you plaife. Sir ? The 
next thing you're to fee is — 

Whim. An aviary and pheafantry. 

Tully. Yes, my matter's knavery and plea- 
iantry. Then there is the Tartary — then my 
matter's Elyfian Fields — then my matter's hang- 
ging wood, where my matter will hang himfelf— 
and then the hermitage. 

Whim. 
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Whim. If the new heroiit^s not ready, he'll diC- 
grace ine as much as m^ worthy .gardener has 
done. (Going) 

Tully. Oh ! ftop-^you arid your farthing. Pretty 
la^nners, to walk out before thevgentle^nen and 
ladies, that intend to give me half a crown apiece 
fop the loan oriny civility. 

Bare. The fpirit doth whifper, *^ Ham Bare- 
" bones arife, and fp«ak the word to thy deluded 
*^ brethren/*--rDown, accurfcd Dagon. {Pujloes 
down ajiatue\ andjlands upon the pedeftaL) 

Tully. Why, then 1 fuppofe you think ycurfelf 
a fine Roman buft. The devil's in your affui ance 
to cock yourfelf up there ! If you plaife, you'll 
walk down. 

-B^r^jrBrethren, I vas a coal-heaver, but on the 
ftony cage where 1 now ftand, V have brought you 
ibme bifcuits, baked in the oven of charity^ care-, 
fully confarved for the chickens and the fwcet 
fwallows of jDbe church. 

(AJudden mife zoiihoui tf falling water.) 

Tully. Oh ! the devil !— If what o'clock hadn't 
puU'd up a fluice. Half the garden will be over- 
flowed ; and we fhall have the carp and tench danc- 
ing among the daiifes* {Exeunt hafiilyjeveral ways. 



SCENE IV. 

Another part of the Gardens^ with the view of the 

Outjide of an Hermitage. 

Enter Kitty. 

Kitty. The race is over, and I not fee it ! Since 
VOL. Ill, II this 
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this dear gendennan is obligated to take a Per- 
mit's place, he can't be angry at my playing oflF 

the fine lady upon him In there he fits. 

(Points to tie hermitage.) But hold! J fhou'd take 
warning by my laft new old ballad — Ah poor Jane 
of Ofinington. i 

A BALLAD. 

By friends forbad, a gentle youths . 

And fond believing fair ; 
}n fecret met, and plighted truth. 

An honor wedded pair : 
]But foon he flew from her embrace. 

To truft the fickle main;' 
Ah ! never more her Jemmy's face. 

Shall chear his haplefs Jaiie : 

Anon ftie fings, ah ! woe is me forlorn, 
I What ihall I do when my poor babe is bom. 

No wife was Jane, nor yet a maid. 

Her virtue but a name ; 
Now foes revile, and friends upbraid, 

A blu/h confefs'd her ihame : 
With hafty ftep the cliiFs (he fought. 

And thus with ftreaming eyes; 
By love and fate I'm hither brought. 

In wild defpair (he cries: 

No father for my child, ah ! me forlorn. 
What (hall I do when my poor babe is born. 

As you were fir(l, O faithlefs wave. 

The fource of all my woes; 
Now let me in a wat'ry grave. 

Find (helter and repofe : 
Prepar'd to plunge, the pitying tide 
': Into the Haven bore, 

A (lately (hip, and from its (ide. 
Her Jemmy leapt on (hore : 

Thrice happy Jane, no longer weep forlorn, 
A father comes to blefs your babe when born^ 

Enter 
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Enter at the fide Tom Pranks, in a loo/e coat^ with 

afilver cup. 

Tom. P. Huzza, my girl ! the day is your's. 

KUfy. The gracious !— 

Tom. P. TuUy kit me in the hermitage — Iflfpt- 
out again — flung off my gown, beard, and girdle 
— had my jockey-drefs that I rode in at Blmdford 
ready under it — the poney I found yonder j firft' 
try*d it through the gardens — fpank up the hill-r- 
four poor jades ready to ftart— a village race— 
horfe, mare, colt, or filly— I was entered — rode 
myfelf — won. Huzza! the gloridus prize is 
your's, (Gives her the cup) 

Kitty. What a wild gentleman ! Sir, don't think 
little of mp for the fib I told you this morning. 

Tom P. No, my fweeteft, when a man's heart 
is fet in a flame by fuch a charming girl as you, 
it isn*t a cup of tea that can extiiiguifh it. 

Kitty. Wou'd you have a cup of tea. Sir ?, — la! 
Sir, you haven't din'd. 

Tom P. Oh ! yes, my dear, I dined — ^yefl:erday» 
t^aftde) 

Kitty. It's Mr. Whimmy's way not to allow 
the hermit any dinner on the day when the com- 
pany's expefted : but, you flian't faft while my 
father's houfe aflFords a dinner, {ajide) — But what 
did you come down here and turn hermit for ? 

Tom P. For love of you my dear— -Pve ^cn 
dying for you thefe five years. 

Kitty. Sure! 

Tom P. Yet never faw you before this morn- 
ing, (afide) — (^/coking out) The very lady I danced 
wit;h at Blandford affembly !— My love, a gentle- 
man comes yonder witl? whotti 1 muft talk poli- 
tics, (^/^j^^r) 
• ' 112 Kitty. 
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Kitty. The deuce is in you for a hermit, [J&cift 

Enter Dian. 

Dian. I wifli my father, with his other changes 
of humour, wou'd give up this fancy of refign- 
ing the houfe thus to ftrangers j people, one 
knows nothing of every Wednefday here come 
parading thro' the chambers — even my drcfling 
room is not my own. 

Tom P. My charming angel, to meet you 
here, fuch a bleflin^^ ! 

Dian. Blels me Sir, you ! I hope you're very 
well. 

Tom P. Are you on a vifit here Madam ? 

Dian. No, Sir, this is my father's houfe!— 

Tom P. Her father's houfe ! — Oh ! here may 
be another crufty old grumps. Hem ! my dear, 
you love riding on a pillion, like Queen Eliza- 
beth going in (late. 

Dian. Sir I 

Tom P. I mean — " your parlour cuftomers like 
" to drink out of filver"- 
, Dian. Parlour cuftomers !—- — But the unex- 
pected honour of feeing you here ! 

Tom P. Merely for admiffion to you, my angel; 
I'vehir'd as your father's hermit— dying for you 
everfince we parted — a fine creature — but dcm- 
me. if I ever thought of you fince. {ajide) 

Dian. I thought you then a rattle, and find I 
was right, — but don't teafc me now, for Tm really 
4iftrefled, ^ 

Tom P. Eh ! Peregrine^s intended ! diftrefs'd ! 
how ? tell me — you may, for I know alL Why, 
i;ny dear ma'am, you don't know, perhaps,, that 
I'm your Perigrine's moft intimate friend, 

Dian* 



OR, RAMBLES IN DORSETCHfRE. 253 

Dian. Was it indeed yoii I faw juft now arm- 
in-arm with him? — Oh! then you don't know 
perhaps that my father after giving his lanclion 
to the addrefles of Peregrine, now fuddenly 
changes' his mind, and infiits upon my mjirrying 
the nephew of feme old friend of his. Yonder's 
Peregrine, {looking out) he hasn't yet heard this 
unlucky news. [ExU haftily. 

Tom P. (whiftks) I had hopes, th^t if my friend 
got this lady and her fortune, he might lend me a 
thoufand or fo, without a five year's imprifonmcnc 
in the old gentleman's hermitage ; but borrowing 
money is throwing water upon the warm heart of 
fricndftiip. {laughing "Without) 'Sdeath, the com- 
pany ! — I muft now earn my annuity. — HJeh ! is 
"^that Kitty .gliding through the buQitrs ? a mo(l 
dear dangerous little Barleycorn this. Marriage is 
all out of fight, and without it to take all a 
fimple young girl's innocence may bcftow, would 
be indeed giving life in my breaft to the worm 
that never dies. [Goes into the hermitage. 

Enter KiiTYy with a covered dijfj^ knocks attht door. 

Kitty, {ftnging.) 

" Fair Eleanor came to Lord Thomas's bow'r, 
*' And pulled fo hard at the ring," 

Are you within, Mr. Hermit ? from the mo- 
ment I faw this dear genikmun, 1 forgot all my 
pretty fongs. 

Enter Mrs. Maggs. 

This poor hermit muftn't fit here, and have no 

dinner. My mafter has got fp crufty with me of 

' late. 
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late, that Tm quite weary of looking after other 
people's concerns: and as our young lady's to be 
married to-morrow, this will be no place for me. 
If I cou'd get a man to my mind, I'd keep houfe 
for mvfelf, and this handfome fellow is jufl to 

my liking Befides, my conceited fon, Naty 

Maggs, is foon out of his time; he (hall have a 
father to thraOi him, when he gets faucy to me. 

Kiity. The hermit's Wednefday allowance is 
roots and Cold water, but — {Ji^gf) 

*' None fo ready as Lord Thomas, ♦ 

" To let fair Eleanor in." [knocks. 

Mrs. M. What ajce you doing here, Kitty Bar- 
leycorn ? 

Kifly. O lord! Mrs. Maggs the houfekeepcr! 
Ma'am, I was going — 

Mrs. M. I know you was going. Child, do 
you know the danger of a young woman like you,, 
rcforting to this lonely place, where this new- 
come hermit fits with his books and his fkull, and 
his crofs bones ? Do you know Kitty that this her- 
mit may be a ramfcallion ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am — to be fure, ma'am— thank 
ve, ma'am— 

Mrs. M. What have you got there ? 

Kitty. A little eatables and a little drinkables. 

Mrs. M. For this Mr. Tom ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am, [turtftes^ 

Mrs. M> Then you were now going to fee him ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am, {ciirtjiesyjings) 

'^ Califta, haplefs maid, 

*' Sought out a facred fhade." 

/ Mrs. M. And you have heard fome love non- 
fenfe from him?^ 

Kitty. 
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Kitty. Yes, ma*am. {Curtjies^ 
Mrs. M And you think me very impertinent 
for interrupting you ? 

Kitty. YeSj ma'am. {curtJieSy ftngs) 

* 

" This old figure, as we hear, 

'* To this fweet angel prov'd moil fevere." 

Mrs. M. Child, take example from me — Do 
you think Td fit there alone, to eat and drink with 
any ftrange hermit ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am, {curtfies^ fings^ 



'* Young Cupid his arrow he quickly let fly, 
" And wounded this old figure defperately." 



"Enter John, with a tray of covered dijhes. 

John. Mrs. Maggs, here I've brought the 
dinner. 

Mrs* M. What dinner?- — Go along! {apart ^ 
confufed) 

John. Why, the roaft fowl for you and the her- 
mit, as you ordered me. [Exit. 

Kitty, {mimicking) Child, do you know the dan- 
ger of a young woman> like you, going into this 
lonely place? Do you know, Mrs. Maggs, that 
this hermit may be a ramfcallion ? — Ha! ha ! ha ! 

[Exit. 
Tully. {without) Now, if you pleafe Mr. Pa- . 
gon, don't walk upon the grafs beds. 
. Mrs M. Oh ! the company, they will keep that 
hufly away, and when all are gone, ? this dear 
youth and I can fit down to our little collation 
together. — Ay, there he is — he muftn't fee me 
tW. [Steals off. 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Ipjide of the Hermitage. 

I 

\ 

Tom Pranks dif covered in bis bermifs drefs at a 
table^ on it a lamp, Jkully bones ^ large- book^ and 
jukey whip. 

Tom P. A hermit ihobi'd have been my laft 
trade* Tol de rol lol. How develilh well Slingfby 
kick'd the tamborine. {Holds up a wooden trencher 
and kicks at it) Zounds ! {runs Juddenly and feats 
bimfelf at a table. ) Eh! Nobody! — 1 wifti that 
gander Tully, wou'd bring his flock of ftaring 
geefe, till I get down again to play with my little 
lamb at the Red Lion. Old Whimmy on the 
other days it feems, flints me to a bottle. What's 
two bottles to me ? how many have I won, by 
jumping over the table at Medley's ? By'r leave 
pair and his nob. {Puts the Jhull and bones by^ is 
going to jump, but Jits down Juddenly.) 

Enter Tully, Bjte, Mrs, Dainty, and Mrs. 

Anyman. 

^ully. The hermitage, pleafe your honour. 
Mrs. D. Is this your anchorite ! 
Tully. My lady, I didn*c hear he was an anchor* 
Wright. He's old father Antony. 

Tom Pranks, {repeating in a tremulous tone.) 

*' Here 1 may fit and rightly tell, 

" Of alKthe ilars that heaven doth Ihew, 

" And all the herbs that fip the dew, 

" '1 ill old experience— -" ' , 

Tully. 
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^ully. Ah 1 what Cgnifies your old experience 
man, with your beard acrofs your forehead ? 
What the devil have you been about with your in- 
decency ?— Now, if you can but fit quiet Tom 
juft while I explain you. {apart) 

Tom. P. Tom !— I'll break your head, Sirrah. 
(apart) 

Tally. Will you ? arrah man Til break your 
two heads, (apart) pleafe your honours-^— .^ 

Enter Whimmy, [in the carter* s drffs.) 

Whim. My farcophagus defaced, : my Atlas 
thrown down, my labyrinth overflown ! But now 
let's hear how TuUy and my new galloping hermit 
go on. (afide) 

T2///)^. Gehdemen and ladies, this i^ a hermit. 
Here he lives, and never flirs out of this lonefome 
grotto.— ^Hide your boots> you devil you, {to 
Tom Pranks) 

JFbim. What not take oflT his boots ? ^ 

Tully. What's that to you ? — youVe come in 
here too. Here he always fits at his prayers, all 
alone by himfelf, and nobody with him, and never 
fees a human foul. 

Tom p. Tedious foOl !— ^Pll quicken him with a 
touch of the rippers. 

Tully. He' & fo meek and quiet. (Tom Pranks 
/purs him^ be jumps up) Oh ! (alights on Whimmy* s 
foot.) He eats nothing but herbs. 

Whim. And wild berries, (apart to^ Tully) 

Tully. And goofeberries ! What you will be 
putting in your jabber. Lives on roots and 
fruits. 

Bite, (uncovers a tray) Fine roall fowl, feith! 
^ Tully. Why now nrlan what bewitch'd you to 
fpoil my defcriptions ? (apart to Tom Pranks) and 
drinks of the pure— 

YOL, III. K K fVbim. 



25a THE* LONDON IflRMlT; 

Whim* {apart) Purling rtll* 

Tully. He doe&n't drink purl an4 gill. The her- 
niit drinks nothing but*-^ 

IVbim. {apart) Mfcre element* 

Tully. A mere elephant J 

IFbm. (ap^t) The limpid brook, firrah, 

Tully. ril make yqu a limping rook, if you 
don*c hold your^He dribks notl^ng bilt-^ 

fFbim. (apart) Vfntcr. 

Tully. Aye, this hermi( drinks nothing hut 
clear rock water. 

Bite. Tm proud to fayj, this x$-^[iakes up a 
hottle and drinh) devilifli good wine. 

Tul(y. Wine and chicken ! why you did ic on 
purpofe. {apart) 

Tom P. Iwiih whoever left theo^ had told 
me. 

fully ^ Tho* he's a well-behaved old man— » 

Tomip. Say gentleman^ you rafcal. (^^r/) 

Tully. Oh 1 be aify— A^^t you an old faint ? 
(apart) 

Wbkn. Thefe two villains muttering and qu^r<* 
relling ! {ajide) 

Tully. He neither ufes napkinsj^ nor plates, nor 
knivesji nor forks. All bis houfehold furniture is 
in the empty trunk of that hollow tree. That's 

his c^pbs^rdi ftrtd ther? h? tceps his wooden 

diih and his little pitcher. 
B$f(. Ah ! well let's fee. (Goes tcwar4i it>) 
Tully. There [ yoq fee his bed is the mofs/ and 
(he herbs and the innocent fimplicities of the 
earth. Go you out ! {Pujhes fVbimmy^ ivbo falls 
* on the leaves. ) 

Kitty. Ah ! {/creams^ and difcqvers her f elf under: 

^rf^^* So! this is the hermit's fimplicity ! 

Bte. 



bite. And tbis^ I am praiid tafay^ is his little 
pitcher. {Hi/covering Mrs. Maggs in tbt bolUnv of 
the tret. — The toiUfan^ IdugbCy 

Tom P. {qfide) A fmart drnaer— a pair of wo- 
men i and I fitting here hjkt a grave oWl 1 

Enter Barlevcorn. 

Bar. IVfe followed you, dang toy buttons !-*^So 
yoM*ve com*d ,up[ here aftct this hermiti 

Kitty ^Q father! you're the cruel ftep mothcn 
{Barleycorn faker ber oj^.) 

Bite. Well, this is-— ^ 

Mrs.M. Yes, Sir, I knoVsf it is a^ you fay, 
and I ha^Ve rny , reafbns, as Mr. Olmondel (ays* 

{furtfies round and exit. 

Tulip Arrahj Tom, is this like a hermit, to 
have Kitty and Mrsi Maggs fbuc up with you 
here. What do you ftajid (baking your fift at ? 
{to Pf^himmy^^ iHAots threat ening Tom Pranks) Get 
out! {collars bim) 

tPTfim. I'm your- mMler you rafcal. 

Tully. You maftcr mc ! We'll fee that— (/«// 
bimout») 

Apak Mfi— vviiat's it^ has a pretty looking po« 
ney in the paddock yonder; but Td run mybliute 
againfl: it for fifty pounds. 

Tom P. Done, damme! and 1*11 ride myfelf. 
{Jlings off bis hermits gown, and appears in a jockey 
drefs) Zounds ! I forgot — but fince it isfo, hey! 
— we ftart 1 (jumps up upon the table and mimicks 
the aSlion ofajocl^ey) the way— kj^ees tight— toes 
in— fpur out — carpet ground-«-ilow gallop— crack 
-—take the lead— -tough at bottom, t'other borfes 

Kit 2 wind 



/ 
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wind i'akcs hot— flack girt — want a fob— down 
cars— whiflc tail — rattle whip— give a-loofe— pufli 
for it, hey ! all to fortune, the way, the way. 

\^Exil running and tracking bis whip. 

Tully. Holloa ! Hop, Tom ; come back till I 

explain you out ! [Exeunt. 

Enter Peregrine tf;ji Whimmy, {in bis own drefs). 

l^ere^ Only hear me. Sin 

Whim. CouMn^t you find any other man in 
l£ngland to make a jeft of but me ? How dare 
you. Sir, introduce fuch a rafcal as that ? He a 
hermit! 

Pere. Sir, Tm very forty- — 

Wbtm. X lay out forty thoufand pounds, and 
then fuch a fcoundrel to get me laugh'd at by the 
world ! but, you marry no daughter of mine. 
A good excufe to quarrel and put Pranks's advice 
into pra^ice^ {ajide) You did colled fome va- 
luable things for me to be fure, but your tafte^s 
not confirmed, you ihall travel again, make an^ 
other five years tour ; and by heavens not till 
you return will I give you my daughter. 

Fere. Sir ! fure you can't have the Cruelty- 
break your word ! only think— 

Whim. Vm determined, I won't hear another 
fyllable. 

[Exit bajlily^ 

Pere. But^ Sir ! [Exit following. 



END OF THE StCOMD ACT» 
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SCENE I. 

The Garde7ts. 
Enter Pranks. 

Pranks, 

JL O confider on the plaguy news this puppy, 
my 'prentice, has brought me from London; 
he too gaping at Whimmy's rarce (how.— Naty 
Maggs. {calling) 

Enter Maggs. 

Maggs. {looking about) Beats KenGngton hol- 
low ! — make a fmart Vauxhall ! — wants an or- 
chefter-<-cafcade — a handfome box to eac cuf- 
tards. 

Pranks. So you fay the Marfiial of the King's 
Bench — 

Maggs. Yes, Sir, as you defired, he gave your 
nephew, young Mr. Tom, the rules -, but he's rua 
away. The Marflial's beft refpefts, Sir, has got 
information he's down in thefe parts ; a man's 

come 
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come after him ; but he*d know if you'd hjtVe 
him catched and caged up again; 

Pranks. A mad dog. After all I have doiie 
for him-— ingratitude is Woffe than-^ 

Maggs. A face without cheek whilkers. 

Pranks. Whifkers ! 

Mafgs. Sir, by the defcription, Mr. Tom rat- 
tled off from the inn door at Blandford for Wey-^ 
mouth with a pretty gir) in a pod (^haife* 

Pranks. Weymouth! Til have him--.Step you 

' and fetch my horfe up from theinn^ iirrah ! Stop, 

ril go myfelf. {^ExiU 

Maggs. Fetch his horfe ! firrah ! As Kit Cat- 
eaton, fays, the timers out for iirfahs and fcoun- 
drels-— cracks over the fconce with canes-^— I'm 
not an apprentice now, to bre?kfaft on cold fcrag 
of mutton and fmall beer — retiring from table a^ 
ter dinner with one glafs of wine ; Vm not an 
apprentice now. I'll no more puniih my half 
ounce at the playhoufe, no more afi'aid to cry up 
or cut down the new piece over a. pint and an 
oyfter, thanking the footman for letting me iOi 
and fncaking foftly up ftairs with my ihoes in 
my hand, and my hat in my pockety to my flock 
bed in the attic. Your authority over me is oot^ 
and ril let you know it too, old Bouncc.-«ril 
let him and every body know that I am out of 
my time.r-Nobody's boy ; but my own man^^ 
and dem'me Til fee up for rayfelf. Eh ! hey !— 

Enter Kittv. 

Kitiy. For the foul of me I can't bidfe at Home 

while this delightful Mr. Tom the hermit is here. 

Maggs. One of the family! Servant, Ma'am, 

(re/. 
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{r^peSlfuUy) When in town, my mode to fetch a 
rural punter, crols Holborn before breakfall to 
B^gnigge Wells, cull the newfpapers, give a 
(wiggle on the organ, and take a tiff* of rum and 
milk. Shall X thank your pretty good nature in 
that way. Madam ? 

Kitty • Sir, if I had you down at our houfe» we 
keep the Red Lion. . 

Maggs* Red Lion ! How d'ye do, girl ! {fa* 
fniliar^ impudent) My dear, my late matter^ 
Mr. Pranks of Lombard.ftreet, a^ friend of Mr. 
Whimmy's, have agreed that young Mr. Tann 
Pranks-"-*-^ 

I^tty^ La ! I heard Mr. Peregrine call my her- 
mit by fome'at like that name.^ 

Maggs. I fuppofe every body knows he's to 
marry the young lady of this houfe. 

'Kitty* No, Sir, it's the young lady of our houib 
he's to marry; but I don't fet up for a lady 
neither; though when dreifed, all the folks here 
-allows that fomebody would make a good fort of 
a lady. Aye ! all except Mrs. Maggsj-^but lhc*s 
jealous and envious. 

Maggs. Mrs. Maggs! who's (he, pray? 

Kitty. The 'fquire's houfekeeper. 

Maggs. Oh ! true, my very honored mother, 
her laft letter, which I never anfwered, faid, that 
Ihe was coming to live with fome old rich Eaft*ln« 
dia Qui^ in this very part of the country, {afide) 
She'll claim me as her Ibn \ but I'd fooner be fcuad 
playing at Ikettles at the Devil and Bag-o*nails.— 
Oh, pounds! yonder is indeed my very n amma 
{looking out) She'll be for calling mc her ioiXy and 
her dear boy Ignatius. But, as Kit Catcaton fays, 
J'm out of my tiniej nobody's boy, but my own 
man. Eh! hey! [Exit. 

Ktty. 
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Kitty. Then Mr. Tom is really ^ gentleman 
after all? going to be married to Mifs pian? — 
Ah! that's becaufc (he has a power of money— 
I fhall break my heart. 

Enter Tom Pranks. 

*Tom P. Ah ! my cherub — 

Kitty. Ay, Sir, now that you're going to get 
this great fortune by marrying—- 

Tom. P. Marry who ! Mrs. Maggs ? 

Kitty ^ Then he hasn't yet heard of it, and you'd 
really wed poor humble I ? 

Totn. P. Wed ? eh ! why, my love I— I^- love you 
to be fure, and — we'll walk and talk together, 
and when tir'd weMl fit and reft ourfelves in the 
hermitage my love. Tul de rol lol, I love 
you fo, oH ! my divine creature ! — Diftradlion ! 
•— "Rofe buds! — Sun beams — and pretty birds! 
Come ; but fuch innocence. — I'm in a humdur 
npw'-r-ril not venture into the hermitage, honor 
and humanity forbid it. {qftde) 

Kitty. Sir, fince you're ib good as to think of 
a poor girl like me, you fha'n't demean yourfelf 
for want of being informed that you may have 
Mifs Dian and all her wealth. 

rc;». P. I h^ve Mifs Dian ? ^ ' 
.Kitty. Yes, Sir, it's agreed upon, 

Tom' P. Bywhonp! 

JSl///)'. Mifs's papa and the old gentleman— 
Mr.-7-Mr. — Lud now I've forgot, the name 
again. 

Tom. P. No, no, it can*t be me, my love— 
Howevcrr, your intention is charming — Kitty^ 
you're a lovely — a good girl-^and for your dif-. 

• intereftcd 
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i»^r«fted: «ci>€ro%, iif r^y*;ajing. * qii:cumftaijc(^, 
that you luppofed midj^ rcjrf? yojj of n}e j-l^tpt^ 

J. WSI be yaw ?W«?S!l, tp t^fjijc yw;re~|-|-' 
little — partial->-towards-^a certain ordinary kL. 

Ipw. (/<!«^%)— I owfi,yQ»^ e|ei;n^,§r^^tftu4?.^ '"^ 

^«V^i Oh^ thqq,xou s»re a gr^a^t gcndeman-^ 

but my joy that ypu're ndt to have a* lady and a 

fine fortune is very ill-natured of me. Don't 

ypu tl^inl? f9 ? - 

Tom. P. Oh ! you i!^tet--(kijfes ker ban<f) 

J^m^r BAjR;LEyC0|RN. 

Bar. Dangmy b.ult|;Q|j?i, go^ftppaftapdfjY^^^ 
the punch, and fque^p ^h§ J#n?P?^§-^Tj?gi> jCQim 
and handfell your filvcr cup ; wQjUjrg an hopeft 
iad, I miift lay: ; but if ypju ,^?int ^ ^y chat Mfith 
jny.^ughter, yaw m»ft qpfl?e. J9 a^y l^ufe^ 
it> goodMaflcr Hci-naiJ. ; ;£^aj^>^//#^^ 

Tom. P. Well, if a publican will keep the fign 
qf ;^ft angej, .furely tbere^^ f^in^ m^^ 

bpMle, . 



i. In peimanae. for i^ft fo?ty, ; , 

•' A pilgrim blythe and jolly." r'? 



iBctt. 
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SCWE II.. , 

Befbre th& Infh *- ' / 
£9«^if Kitty and Barj-evcorn. 



/ - 



Bar. Come, now do child,' mihd t^ebufinefi.' 
Kftty. Oh ! Tm fo happy L— l^eryct Ibixic hopes 
VOL. in. L L that 
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that this deaf Mr, Torn.— Father, thotigh he is 4 
hermit, he IS i gentleman. , 

Bar. Well, Vd be a gentkman if I'd nothing 
elfc tCf do. 

JR//y. i forgot my fittgiftg, I don't know how^ 
long, fince I've feen this iweet fellow. (Sings^ 

. " A young gentleman ihe iaw* ' 

Eniir Toby and John Grum (from the boufe.) 

• -• . « 

Toby. (JSinging.) 

" Who belonged to the law." 

Meafter, I'm now conflable. Mils Kitty, you 
like "bachelors of every ftation/' 

Bar. Do'^you ? it*s thdt riew-GOfnc Mr. Tom 
haibroughtyoii to tlii^'j lb if he does marry you, 
let him keep voti to himfelf ail he can# 

^kty.jf* Being^ at a, noble wedding, 

Toiy, ** In the famous toWn of Reading.** {riHpng ivitbin) 

4 

Bar. Od dang you both, am I to be rhim'd and 
ballad fung, ai^d th^i hufinefs of my houfe all 
topfy turvy ? 

Kitty, ** If (he's rich you'll rife to fame, 

Tohy. " If ihc'^-poojF^ou,SM^>thefame.'L. '{ringing wthin) 

Bar. Will you go ? 

Kitty, ** She was left by a good gfannum, 

'* Full five hundred pounds per annum. 
Tohy, '« Wed me, Sir^ of elfe I'll figlit you. 

Bar. you'll fight ryie ? Dang_my buttons, I'll 
fight you, artd khoefc 'y6\i to rac dtvii, you idle 
rafcaLf; JJ'Jl ^p^^^and baUad you, {heats, t>im)9s\d 



>9 
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Xi//y. Father, I believe you're uncle to the 
Babes in the wood« 

Toiy. YouVe the ould barbarous Blackamore. 
Bar* Get in you jade, (Puts ber in, and exit) 
Toby. Oh ! Jahn Grum, here be the mon chat 
ient for us. 

* 
Enter Bakbbonbs. 

Bare. According to Lawyer Poz's advice, 1*11 
baye young Mufter Pranks apprehended,— You 
be's a finner and a publican. 

Toiy. I'm no finner, and only farvant to the 
publican. Eh Jahn, I'm a bit'n a parifh conftable 
though, 'twas (aid you wanted to attach fom'en, 
wa'n't it Jahn ? 

John. Hum ! i 

Bare. I does. Seize him ! he run'd out of 
prifon, Thomas Pranks is the man* 

Taly. Oh ! Thomas Pranks's man. 

Bare. 1 thought him a farvant of grace. 

Toiy. Qh, he thought him a farvant out of 
place, d'ye fee, Jahn. 

John. Hum ! 

Bare, I followed the chap with this here var- 
iant, I be*s coom'd from Babylon after him. 

Toby. Babylon ! oh, that mun be in Barklfaire. 

Bare. Great London itfelf. Thoufeem'ftftrong 
in flelh, is the fpirit with thee ? 

Toby. Don't vally the devil his felf, when I'm 
duing my duty, no more does my afliftant, Jahn 
Grum, doey, Jahn ? 

John. Hum! 

Bare. There he's a dcfcription of bis parfon. 
(^ives a paper. ) 

L L a Toby^ 




^m 






^^ 



Wfe h&mdif IffeKMiT J 



ira^. "iiafterCarleyebKii^wbuM know if you'll 
eat dinner ac Red Lion. You -tnay bring cdni^ 
^ta7, ior ire'vie ehtlfi't^iiith^ht fdr nvofi <and S^aft 
-i-An't ^fc Jkhh? 

Bare. Get a good dinner for me, for I kn^e8t6 
rlt and drink of the beft. 

Toiy. You're a %thti6\t¥i6n-^ {apart to John) 
Jahnj he'll be as. drunk as a tinker, then I comes 
^HaHcd^riblc on him. £h, Juhn ! 

Jo^n. Hum ! 

Toby. Oh ! the Sqtllfe— (?rfo*% <*f.) 

"WMm. XWHbottt) Where did he run to ? 

Enter WniMMY. 

Oh, you are the panting bawlcr that broke ddwn 
-one of my ftatues, ' (r^ Barebones) 

Bare. I had an inward call. 

Whim. Curfe your call ! 

Bare. He does put It in Aiirie head, wkh the 
ftrriie i6V, to comfort rriy flclh, and do a good 
vork, I vill get myfelf an appetite fore dinrter 
v^ith difboliihing this man's idols in his groves and 
mgh platcis. [Exit. 

WMm. If you are a conftabte, why didn't yoti 
take that dangerpus levtler into cuftody ? 

Tahy. Imiinna; he be the plaifter •^artd -walks at 
large where he .lift! biit Tni goirtg to catch the 
'defehder, and Til bring his body and foul before 
your worlhip^ in a fafararo.— ^Cooiq, Jahn ! 

John. H\}m I * \Exeunf. 

Whim. This prancing hermit has fo deranged 
and junlbkd all nrty fchemcs of elegant magnifi- 
cence — No attention to my old friend Pranks ; 

• my 
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Inydftughter not yet prepared to receive his nc-^ 
pbew-^the final difnniiflion not yet given to Pere^ 
grine-'^ucky that the reft df my houfehold is ia 
train> that all my fervams are fober and regular* 
Isn't ttiis my fine Irifli drator i [Renins. 

Enter Tully, (with a i»«f.) 

Tully. Upon my foul this hermit is no better 
than a bad man, that he can't ftay there at his 
bufinefs- — Oh fie^ to come here drinking in apub« 
lie houfe ! 

Enter Coachman, (^witb a mugJ) 

J^/jw. And my coachman ! 

Coachman. Ah ! Matter Tully, I law you go 
cut at the gate, and fo out of pure good nature I 
followed you, to give you a- litde hint^ that if* 
Matter hears you left the gardens to-day, you may 
chance to lofe your place ; befides, coming here 
to booze is not quite the thing. (Drinks) • 

H^bim. My daughter's footman too 1 

Enter Ben# 
Ben, Eh, waiter! 

Enter Barlstcorn, {with a mug.) 

'Ale ! I ordered Negus— bring me a gill of wine, 
fotiK water, fugar, and a lemon. 

Bar. Why, for wine, I takes out the licence 
to-morrow ; the man i^ to call next Wednefday 
with the lemons; my^ daughter Kitty has loft the 
key of the fugar- chctt^ nobody drinks water at 

the 
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the Red Lion, lb I have brought you a mug of 
ale. {fives //) - {Exit. 

Whim. {Advancing) Hey! What arc you all 
at here with your mugs ? 

Ben. Sir, I came to look for coachman. \Exit, 

Coachman. And I came to bid the gardener drive 
home, - \Exit. 

Tully. And, Sir, I came after the hermit, be- 
caule he came before me. 

IVhim. You mod ftupid— • 

Tully. Stop, Sir, what fort of talk is that, 
I'm ftupid ? faith, and that*s a facret. Sir Ifaac 
Newton pever found out. Sir, I'm a gardener, 
and though I do dig, Vm not a fpalpeen potatoe- 
boy — I've read big books of botamy, and the 
Millar^s Diftionary and Cyclopaddy's. Didn't I 
graft a mayduke upon a kackagay apple-tree, then 
in my hot-houfe? Didn't my Lord (when he 
breakfeftcd with you) pull from the fame tree a 
canniftcr of Hyfon tea, and a baflcet of Seville 
oranges ? A*n't my flowers fo fweet that the hives 
round the country are empty, and the fwarms of 
bees come in a grand congregation into your gar- 
dens, humrriing every body with their bagpipes, 
fo difcrcet, all in their black bonnets, and their 
yellow velvet breeches? 

IVhim. Men! rafcals ! I wiih I could, like the 
Great Mogul, bp attended only by women. Ay, 
one comfort, my female fervants are diligent and 
fober. 

Tully. Faith, Sir, aqd here's the head of your 
female fervants coming in very fober ^ but how 
fhe'll get out I don't know, for I don't think her 
bufinc-fs here is to drink tea. 

Mrs^ M-. {Without) I will find hinr|. 

Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Maggs. 

Whim, Mrs. Maggs, did you want me or- mf 
co^climan ? . 

Mrs. M. No, Siryf'it was the hermit broug^ 
n>c here. 

Whim. Why, I think ' ,: 

Jkfrji Af; Yes, Sir, I know you think, 

/F>4/w. 'Twas the hernciic brought us all here. 

Mrs. M He's come alti^r Kitty— and my love 
ibr him is £:omed . 

Tully. He's a ramping devil. 

Tom P^ ifwithout) '' With cockle fhell on hat brmi/\ - 

^liUj. There .he hof s over the buili like a jack- 
daw, • . 



^i^w. Stop him !. 

: . \Mxeu7d all btkt Whimtmy and Mrs. r^i^ggs. 
What vexations ! NaWv niy dear -Miis.. :M.aggs 
that L'veiound.'out Tully is a worthlefs man, nay- 
whole dependence of ih<\ving myfine plaqc 19 
upon you, 

Mrs. M. Now that iefo lik^ Mr. OlmondJe. 

[Exii tVhimmy bafiily. 
Blefs me Inhere comes this moft delightful young 
mapy; \ ordtieft his very approach brings alt the 
blood up m *my face, myhekrt throbs, and my 
lirnh>s^ — Vo). fuch a pour creature— fo faint-H[ 
muft'fit.' \go€5 into a^ofth'ai the deer) /' 

■ ■ f . - ' ' ' ' ' . ! 

. Enter Tom Pranks. '^ 



..It 



Tern P. tJov)^ for Kitty, come out* %here;'y<Ju 
. moilt delicate lo^elJDefs, my darltng rofc'T)ud. 

Mrs. M. 



r 
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Mn. M. (jifes and apfears) Oh, dear Sir— 
iJimpering) 

Tom P. By the lord> this is my little pitcher 

Kitty, {unfeeny whips out of the door^ 4md taps 
hi» m thejheulder) iHu Thpmas.! 

Mrs. Jlf . A'n*t you aftiamcd of yourfelf, Kitty 
Barleycorn ? • 

Xom P. Come, my dear creaturQs> you mufttft— 

Mrs. M. Well, I know we muftn't ■ 
- Tom P. What. Ma'am ? Don't quarrel about 
me^ Vm like a ftately peacock betweea a pjneafanc 
and a turkey hen. 

Kitty., Lai yoijiVe fo wild — -f 

Mrs. M. But he's very merry, he, he, he ! 
' Tom P; Wild \ merry ! my whole life has been 
one frolic. My fweet creature, I came here to han- 
fel the filver cup. Hey ! a bottle of port and a 
roafled orange ! Ladies, I vow on the honor of a 
hermit, Til treat you with a bifliop. 

\Ekit into the houfi. 

X/f/y. Tobyl (eafiing) 



>].' 
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• JPriaj^ks. Eh^ ^Vhere's this young dog my 
%:>ppre|jt ife, b^<? «^s my pfiad nephe v. W^ite^ ! miy 

.hoffe.^ _ , ; ' ^ 

Mrs. M. ^\T^ you'll return to ftp at ov»r 
houfe. (^to Pranks) - 

Pranks. YopliQx I^ck Whimmy to have no 

dinner! plague of His garaens, in his ponds plen- 

j<ty of ^ai^p and tcncli, tl^a^ nobody dare fling into 

a ftfjfv^fpiA i un hi$ «grfiep flopc$, neither grajrs..lan)b 

or 
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ttor afparagus, and for flocks of geefe and chick- 
ens« there a peacock ftruts, or an eagle perches, 
that inftead of any body eating him, by the 
Lord, looks as if he'd eat us. My dear. Vox go- 
ing to Weymouth, cou'dn't you give one a' 
fnack. 

Kit/y. Oh ! our bill of fare, Sir — (going) 

Pranks. (Stops her) As fine .a bill of fare as 
ever I look'd on. (gazing) What difh fhall I 
choofe — a white forehead, a brace of black eyes, 
garniOx'd with long auburn eye-laflies, two rofy 
cheeks, cherry lips, my defert. 

KUty. A pity, Mr. Thomas, to difguife his 
fine hair and delightful (hape in that long old 
beard and gown. La ! Sir, what a choice her- 
mit you'd make for Mr. Whimmy ; you'd be a 
nice bald-headed buck, as Tom fays. 

Pranks. I a bald-headed buck ! don't you fee 
I wear my own hair, child ? 

2i^-^»/^r Tom Pranks. 

Tom P. iVe brew*d the bi (hop. Eh ! what old 
fellow is that fo (mooth with Kitty — Sir, a word 
if you pleafe. (twiHbes off Pranks* s wig) founds, 
my uncle ! (runs off) 

Pranks. Stop that fcouddrel 1 (runs after bim) 
l^Bell within rung violently y Kitty exits into the houfe. 

Enter Naty Maggs, (haftily). 

Mrs. M. Oh, Heavens ! my fon Naty ! my 
dear Ignatius ! 

Maggs. Mamma ! fhe has me, but I won't be 
difgrac'd. (qfide, turns) 

Mrs. M. My dear child, who cou'd think of 

VOL. III. MM feeing 
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feeing yoU down here, (be turns from ber, ani 
traverjss) 

Maggs. Any bufinefs with me^ Ma'am ? 

Mrs. M. Why, my dear ! don't you know me, 
Naty ? 

Maggs. Pray, Ma'am, don't Naty me ! 

Mrs. M. Won't you fpeak to your mother ? 
why Naty I 

Maggs. Who are you talking to. Ma'am ? 

Mrs. M. Look at me, my Son ! — No ! my 
own child deny me ! {puts ber bandkercbief to ber 
eyes^ and walks up) 

Enter Toby Thatgh and Johij Grum. 

Toby. Jahn, is that the young man you faw ? 
(pointing to Ma^gs) 

Jobn. Hum I 

Maggs. (Looking at bis watch) I ftall be late 
with my party, (going) 

Mrs. M. Stay, my dear boy ! 

Maggs. I'm nobody's boy, but my own man. 

Toby. Seize him. (to John Grum) What's your 
name ? (to Maggs) 

Maggs. What is was ycfterday, and will be to- 
morrow. 

Toiy. Mind how he (hufBes i do ye fee it Jahn ? 

John. Hum ! 

Toby. Tell me your name to-morrow. 

Maggs. Musn't becaufe qf mama, (ajide) 

J^oby. You belong to Mr. Pranks. 

Maggs. Suppofing fo. 

Toby. Then I fuppofe you're my prifoner. 

Maggs. Me ! for what ? 

Tody. You broke out of jail in Babylon, but 
we'll handcuff and fend you to Dorchefter. 

Maggs. (afide) Handcuff! Broke jailrn Baby- 
lon f 
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Ion ! Ay ! why furcly they ^akc me for Tom 
franks ! — I'm not the perfonf you want. 

Toby. I arrcft you, 

Maggs. Vm not the man indeed, my friend. 

7oiy. Who anfwers for you ? who knows you ? 

Maggs. Then I muft acknowledge mother — let 
me go« this gentlewoman here is my honoured 
mamma. 

Mrs. M. (afide) A wicked wretch, firfl: to deny, 
;ind now to own me in his diftrefs ! 

Toby, Mrs. Maggs, be he your fon ? 

Mrs. M. Oh ! no, he's no fon of mine. 

Maggs. Nay, my dear mamma. 

Mrs. M. Sir, don*t mamma me ; who are you 
talking to? {mmicking) 

Maggs. Why fure, fwcet mamma !— not know 
your own Ignatius. 

Toby. Stop ; you fee my (riend it won't paft. 
Jahn, look he don't run away, while 1 read di- 
fcription of his parfon, (takes out a paper and reads) 
*' five feet eight inches tall, an expreffive hazle 
^^ eye^ pleafing features, a dark good complexion, 
*^ fine teeth," fhew your teeth, (Jo Maggs) a hand* 
fome countenancc-7- 

Mag^s. Ton my foul this defcription's very 
much like me tho% 

Toby. Well-made, a genteel deportment ; up* 
on the whole, a gentlemanly figure. 

Maggs. Amazing ! what a pidlure of me ! 

Mrs. M. Aftonilhingly like the child indeed. 

Toby. You fee it's you. 

Maggs. No, it's fuch another handfome fellow, 
but really it's not me. 

Toby. Come, I arreft you with a little tap, 
{trips up his heels) hold his legs, Jahn, that he 
mayn't kick 1. 

M M 2 Maggs. 
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Maggs. Duced uncivil this ! 

Mrs. M. I can't bear to fee him treated fo-^ 
let the child go you fellows ! 

Toby. Yes the child fhall go — to prifon. 

Mrs. M. YouVe wrong he's my fon. 

Toiy. And juft now you faid he wasn't. Jahn, 
don't mind her, Maidam Maggs is fo fond of talk- 
ing, flte'U fay any thing — bring him along. 

Maggs. Sir, gentlemen conftables ! mamma ! 
kind country juftices ! mother ! (Toby holding him 
iy the heady and John by the legSj they drag him off. ) 

Mrs. M. Why, you horrid villains, you fliali 
not ! — my child ! [Exit after them. 



SCENE III. 

The Gardens. Statues thrown down^ and broken 
fragments lying about ; Jhrubs and plant Sy ^c. as 
pulled up. 

£»/i?r Barebones, with a broken flat ue. 

Bare. Satan faith, fays he Barebones don't raifc 
a hubbub againft my kingdom, but I faid, Satan 
fays I, it don't fignify your palaver, I vill do that 
thing, I vill make thy fervant, this here matter 
Whimmy as a nay void in the teeth of his neigh- 
bours — I vill complete the good work ; lay there 
accurfed, {throws it down on a heap) and I vill 
pull np thy groves, and I vill root thee out of 
the land, {pulls plants out of pots ^ and flings them 
about) 

Enter Barleycoi^n. 
Bar. Dang my buttons ! here's a fine kickup ! 

{looking 
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(^looking round) what rafcal cou'd have got in 
here — fome one that owes the 'fquire a grudge. 

Bare. Tve been doing of the job, 'twas all pa- 
gan wanity. 

Bar. So it was. Sir, and you were right to 
capfize it. 

Enter Kitty, {Jinging) . 

Kitty, ** Ah gone he is whom I love beft, 
" My handfome Gilderoy." 

Oh ! father, I (hall go idiftrafted ; I'm fure it's 
my belov'd Tom that they're taking prisoner to 
Dorchefter, yet fo cruel not to let m* fee bim. 

Bar. Why Kate to keep you ac home I muft 
lock you up in the till. 

£;//^r Toby Thatch, 

Toby. I've left the prifoner in fafe cuftody with 
Jahn Griim. 

Bare, {ajide) Then I brings him up to town, 
and lodges him with the Marlhal. 

Kitty. Oh heavens! tell me Toby, is it the her- 
mit ? 

Toby. No. ' ' 

Kitty. It is. 

Toby. 'Tis not — why you're as bad as Mrs. 
Maggs, whojuft nowfaid he was her fon, and 
he wasn't her fon — there's defcription of his par- 
fon. (gives Kitty a paper) 

Kilty, (reading with emotion) Handfome, dark 
countenance, fine teeth, expreffive eye — 'tis he ! 
you hard-hearted creature — by t I'll releafe my 
own true love, tho' 1 beg my bread for it. 

lExit bajiily. 
Toby. 
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Tohy. Be' 8 I to lay the cloth for you in the 
two*be(]ded room, {to Barehones) 

Bare. 1 loves to eat in a parlour. 

Bar. Why we wifli to rcferve that for other 
Cpnapany. 

Toby. Parlour ! then. Sir, ihan't 1 tap no wine 
•—he won't inform — {apart to Barleycorn) 

Bare. I drinks vind^ for I thirds after the good 
things of this vorld. 

Bar. That's right. 

Toby. He's a wet Chriftian. 

Bar. Shall they take up dinner ? 

Bare. Yes, I hungers after good ; I could 
munch one morfel of Portlin mutton ; yea, one 
pound and an h?lf, and fix and four, and two 
wheat ears, roafted in vine leaves^ and other: 
fet tries of niceifli faver. 

[Exit with Toby: 

Bar. {looking out) The Tquire^ — dang my but- 
tons, here'il be work. [Exit. 

Enter Whim my, {looks at the broken Jiatues with- 

amazement) 

Whim. Fury and diftradion ! what's all here ! 
—Tully! {calls) 

Enter Tully, {a little intoxicated ) 

Tuliy, {finging) " They'd be like the Highlanders eating 

of kail, 
*' And curfing the Union, fays Grana- 
waile." 

Whim. This is your going to the alchoufe, 
here *s your brags, here's yellow bees humming 
their bag-pipcs — but Til turn over a new leaf, Til 
dig and root out— • 

"Tully. 
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Tu/^. Arrah> Sir, I wiffi you*d let the leaves 
and the trees alone ! you've been digging and 
rooting here prettily : what put it into your head 
pull up the plants in this manner ? 

Whim. My head, there's my dancing Faunus-- 

Tully. Oh ! I fee how this is ; you want to 
keep me only as your (how^man^ and take the 
head gardening into y«ur own hands— the gera^ 
Oums all torn, the myrtles, and lillieS) and lay-^ 
locks^ all puird about as if they were eld bean 
ftalks. 

Whim. You rafcal ! what do you talk of the 
paltry plants— look at the ftatueSj none equal to 
them in the Vatican. 

Tulfy. What do you talk Sir of cans and pitch- 
ers ! Only tell a body what you intend to put 
down in the place — if yourfelf was planted, the 
devil a thing would grow out of your head buC 
potatoe apples. 

Whim. Two of my feafons— 

Tully. You don't know the feafons s you're i 
gentleman, and you've money to buy roots and 
fruits, but I tell you, you don't know an annual 
from an evergreen. 1 got myfelf finely laughed 
at to-day by ihewing your kickfhaws, but I wa(h 
my bands out of it. There's your defcribiog. 
book {throws book down) and you may get another 
Ciceroni magpye to chatter to the company. 

[Exii. 

Whim. There's a villain ! 

^ Enter Pranks* 

Pranks. Pull people's wig's off— can't think 
who the fellow was ! — Dick, I'm on the fpur to 
fetch my nephew from Weymouth i what per- 
plexities 
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plexittes he has involved me in ! Dolts to appre^* 
hend Naty Maggs for him ; thefe country con- 
ftables are fo obllinatc, won't even take my word t 
but what fort of wild people have you fettled 
amongft here that pull folks heads about ? 

Whim. Yes, heads, legs, and arms, look ! {points 
to the Jiatues) 

Pranks, {looking round) Ha ! ha ! ha ! a good 
deed this however. 

Whim. What, to demolilh my beauties ? 

Pranks. Tour modern gardens are arc fpoiling 
nature ; fixings up a ftone woman where one ex- 
pefts to find a rofy girl of health, flefh, and 
blood : if we muft have ftatues, inftead of im- 
porting ancient heathen gods into Englifh mea- 
- dows, why not encourage Britifti arts to cele- 
brate Britifh heroes ? for a Jupiter by Phidias, 
give me a Howard by a Bacon : the five thoufand 
pounds you laid out upon that clumfy pantheon 
yonder, wou'd have built a neat clufter of alms- 
houfes, where age and infancy might find an afy- 
lum fr.om the pangs of indigence. 

Whim. Why, but Billy— 

Pranks. When I refleft I owe my prefent inde- 
pendence to my education in the Blue Coat 
School, as I drive my whifky on a Sunday by 
Dulwich College, I feel more warmth of affec- 
tion for the memory of Edward the king, and 
Alleyn the pl^tyer, than for all the travelling cog- 
nofcentiin Chriftendom. Dick, I iovereafon. 

Enter Tom Pranks. 

^om P. A rare chace, but I got from him-— 
S'dcath ! {fees Old Pranks, runs off) 
j^ranks. Oh, V\\ have you. {purfues) 

Whim. 
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Wbm. He likfes reafoh, and the fellow's mad j 
there he ruijs after my hermit. — Certainly 'twas 
this (avage old Goth coDimitted thefe barbarifms 
here, I hope he'll not find his nephew ; however, 
1 iiiuft prepare my daughter for the ioQarriage. 



iSCENE IIL 

injidt of the H^rmitajjre.^ Tom Pranks difctrpered 
'fining in his Hermit's l>refs, as if put oh bafiify. 

£S?/^^ Pranks; 

Pranks, {iooiing aiiut) I thought I had a 
glimpfe of him darting this way — £h! one o£ 
Whim my 's toys— (yr^'«^ Tom Pranks) Father 
Dominickdid you fee a young fellow run in here 
»— Do ye hear ! can you fpeak !^— it was certain- 
ly my nephew ; can you fee ? I'm on the hunt 
for a nephew, l*ve been good to him^ and ia 
return he does all hexan to torture me^ a curs'd 
houiid ! break, out of jail, fkulking about here> 
iind fuffer an innocent man to be taken up for 
biin ; hand-cuflPd, haul d, and dragg'd — 

X<^ P* An innocent man fuffer for me ! {throws 
iff his hermifs drep) My dear liricle I— — 

Pranks. You ! Oh you vilkin ! Hbw dare yott 
borrow money about as you have done ! ' 

Tom P. Sir, (^cohfujed) I—- 1— -^borrow'^ money 
to get oiit of debu 

Franks. Eh 1 how ? 

Tom P. Yes, Sir, tO pay nly debts. 

Vol. hi. n n Pranks. 
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Pranks. But why get in debt ? 

Tom P. All owing to my good principle, the 
people would truft me, my charader was fo ex- 
cellent. 

Pranks. Then from your excellent charader 
thev think you a rogue ! 

Tom P. Dear Sir, difcriminate between vice 
and folly j you are the only one I ever wrong*d, 
my fecond parent, my friend, my benefaftor. 
Sooner than let this perfon you fpoke of juft now 
any longer bear the difgrace that I alone deferve, 
ril infiantly free him by delivering myfelf up to 
hopelefs imprifonment, {going) 

Pranks. Eh ! flop you rogue you, confider how 
terrible a prifon is. 

Tom P. Lord, Sir, no ! the only difference be- 
tweea me and the people walking by is, that 
they're on one fide of the door and Tm on t'other."^ 
to refign myfelf to imprifonment now, is barely 
performing the duties of honefty. \Exit. 

Pranks. Surrenders to free the guiltlefs ! Not 
fo bad as I thought him. A mad fellow, but 
youthful intemperance draws him from the path 
of right — a generous lad too. 

Enter Kitty, 

Kitty. Sir, Pve been told youVe a banker gen- 
tleman in London, you bankers. Sir, have al- 
\vays a great deal of money. 

Pranks, {ajide) Pve heard of petticoat pads— 
% piftol may come out here ! Well my dear, grantr 
ing I have mon^y, do you want any? 
' Kitty. Not for myfelf. Sir; but there's a young 

gen- 
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gentleman is taken up for debt. Sir ; I thought it a 
pity he (hould go, to prifon, as he ran out of it 
before, and that, you know. Sir, is a fign he 
doesn't like it ; hard for a perfon logo where they 
can't be happy. 

Pranks. Upon my word this young lady reafons 
extremely pretty ; (he muft mean Naty — Well, 
Mifs? 

KiUy. And Sir, my aunt by my mother's fide, 
has left me three hundred pounds, independent of 
my father; here are the papers, Sir, all about it, 
if you'd be fo kind to advance the money, and 
tranfacl the bufinefs of releafingthe young gentle- 
man with it, rd be very much obliged to you^ 
Sir. (curffies) 

Pranks. Here's a charming girl! — But who 

' cou'd* think my 'Prentice had merit enough to 

attraft her attention ? {cifide) And fo, my dear, 

you think Naty Maggs fo fine a fellow, that you 

give up all your fortune to releafe him. 

Kitty. Naty Maggs! No, Sir, our 'iquire's 
hermit, Mr. Tom Pranks. 
- Pranks^ What! my wild nephew! {overjoyed) 

Kitty. Sir, keep the papers, I know you'U fVe^ 
him; you look fo good-natured, I befecch you. 
Sir. [Curtjies an4 Exit* 

Pranks. The heart of an amiable woman is the 
true touchftone of manly merit. This good and 
delicate creature loves my nephew, he muft be a 
worthy lad. — But this attacl.ment is Very recent, a 
wifermatch, perhaps, for him than Whjmmy'srich 
'daughter. The girl, no matter for her fituation, 
is come of a good ilock, and (hould be tranf- 
planted. I didn't, till now, know Tom — I'll for- 
give, ril give him all— Go to the King's Bench 

N N 2 agami 
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again! that h^ (han't, while I've a guinea to keep 
hinr^ oqt of it. C^'?* 



SCENE IV; mdlajt. 

A Gallery in Whimmt*8 Hotffe, 

Enter Tom Pranks, {bafiily croffing) and Peke- 

GRiNE meeting. 

Fere. Stop, Tom, whither now ? 

Tim P. To the King's Bench — what's the matr 
ter ? Oh, true, Mifs Dian told me — upon my foul 
her father ufes ypu both very ill-rrwho is this 
whelp he is going to give her to? 

Tere. I don't knpwi Mr. Whimmy has never 
even feen him. 

Tom P. An uncle isn't it that briqgs this 
about? 

Pere. .One chance, this young man may, as it's 
a forced thing, be indifferent, arid'old Mr. Whim- 
my doats Co upon his daughteti that were an em- 
peror to flight h^r, 'twou'd for ever lofe his 
favour. 

Tom P. What's this nephew^s nanie J-^-who^ 
where, what is he ? 

Pere. I know nothing about hio^. 

Tom P. Nor old Whimmy either. 

Pere He has nev^r feen him, as I'm told. 

Tom P. Then Til perfonace him, and I warrant 
diFguft.the old fellow fufficiently to make him 
break off the matqh ; then, Pere^prine, is your 
haryeft. I'll be with you in a tnce--never bc 
difmay'd, when you admit me tfchemer into 
^our cabinet^ for I have tura'd my coat fo often 

fincc 
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Jince I arrived in thefe parts, that there is no 
floubt of my being a mod fimfhed politician. 

Enter Wniui^Y, and Di AS weepmg. 

TVhim. In vaip "talking, child — Imullkeepmjr 
^rli promife. 

Dian. But, dear Sir, will you fcntenisje your 
phild to miferyi 

Pere. Sir, you cncourag'd me with a certainty 
thftt 1 fhou^d be the happicft of men, ^nd now in 
a moment, to fnath me from Heaven, and plunge 
me into an abyfs of defpair. 

Whim. Can't help it, Dian ;-^I muft give you 
to my friend's nephew. 

Ent^ B£N. 

Ben. Sir, here's a young gentleman infills 
pn f<:eipg you— feems in a piteovis taking. 

Enter Tom Pranks, difguifed like a boy, his hair 
loofej and fulled round bis face, l^c. 

^omP. {crying) Oh! I will not have hen 

Whim. W ho are you ? 

Pere. It is certainly Tom Pranks. 

(to Dian) 
Whim. What do you want ? 
"Tom P. I don't wan't a wife. 

{Roars out crying. 
Whim. Who the devil ca^es whether you do 
pr no— have you any bu(inefs ? 

Tom 
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Tom P. No I'm a gentlemafl. My uncle 
fiys 1 muft marry your daughter ; but I won't. 

{R aring. 

Whim. Can this be the wild rogue I've 
heard fo much of ? — Why, your uncle told me 
you were another I ind of being. Dian, this is 
your hufband. — How do you like him ? 

Dian. {apart to Peregritie) I fee this — Sir, if 
Mr. Peregrine can pardon me, fince you've fet 
your heart on it, I'm refigi^ed to your will, with 
the dutiful obedience of a daughter. 

Whim. Now, that's lucky. Peregrine, you 
fee 

Pere. Then, Sir, fince the lady is fo very fickle, 
I refign her with little regret. 

Whim. Ah \ this is all very well ; then we'll 
call your uncJe ; Parfon Jack is in the next room, 
and you fhall be married immediately. / 

Tom P. But I won't marry her, oh ! {cries) — I'll 
never fay, dear father-in-law, to fuch an ugly old 
fellow as you. 

Whim, Why, you impudent young fcoundiel, 
dare you affront me, and refufe my daughter ? 
then let your uncle do his word. There, Pere- 
grine, take Dian, and may I be drowned if ever 
I again attempt to part you. 

Pere. YouMI alter your mind again. Sir. 
Whim. I'll put that out of my power — go 
children; Doftor! {calling off) tack that couple 
together inftantly. 

( Puts Dian and Peregrine off. 

Enter Pranks. 

Tow P. 'Sdeaih ! My uncle againr ! 

Whim. 
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Whim. Billy, what a bouncing you've kept 
about this nephew of your's. He a blood !--^ 
bubbering milkfop. 

Pranks. My Tom a milkfop ! I fay he's a 
buck. 

Whim. I fay he's an afs. 

^omP, {Still crying) I won't have a wife. 

JVbim. There's the buck ! a taftelefs cur, has 
been abufing me here, and refufed my daughter* 

Tom P. The devil ! am I really the charac- 
ter I thought I only perlonated. (afide) 

Pranks^ Where is he ? 

Whim. Can't you fee ? thraih him for his im^ 
pudenee to me. 

Pranks. This whimpering clown my Tom ! 

Tom P. Aye, poor Tom ! {throws off his di/'* 
guife) Ha, ha ! uncle !— Whimmy, how are you 
my boy ? {claps, him on the back) 

Whim* By the lord, it's my galloping hermit ! 
and your nephew too ! 

Tom P. {to Pranks) Sir, I now fee your good- 
nefs ; but had I even before known it, 1 could 
not have enjoyed the bleffing you deSgned for 
me, at theexpence of a friend's happincls. Mr. 
Peregrine has love and merit. — 1 admire, but 
don't deferve the lady. 

Pranks. Then, fince you're fo difinter«fted as 
to decline the golden pippin, I'll give you a 
fweet wild ftrawbcrry. 

Enter Kitty. 

Kitty. O Mr. Banker, have you indeed releafcd 
him !— 'tis he (looking at Tom Pranks with joy) 
(hanky, Sir. {Curt/ie^ to Pranks.) 

Pranks. 
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Pranks. Tom, here's a young girl that wdu*cl 
lave bartered all her little fortune for your frec^ 
dom ; and now as you hope for mine, take tier. 

JVhim. Why, file's daughter to the Red Lion, 

Pranks. Eh ! my honeft landlord that rclicv'd thfc 
fufferers of Mineheady while you were fwailow- 
ing peaches in December, and the poor fliivering 
in cold and nakednefs I Red Lion, Dick ! where 
honor is derived from benevolence ) fhd's daugh*^ 
tcr to a nobleman. 

S'om P. What fay you, my dearcft girl ? 

Kftty^ Only, Sir, that my heart is fill'd witK 
gratitude; but you muft a(k the Ked Lion's coo* 
fent i for tho' you were a huiband for a queeii> 
Y wou'd not have a prince, if it might grieve an 
indulgent parent* 

Enter Toby. Thatch and John Grumj with 
MjiGQ^^friJoner^ {Jbis drefs dtfrrdertd and torn) 

Toby. Your worfliip, the defender here is ob^ 
ftropolos, and has lick'd I and Jahn Grum. 

Maggs. Aye, dem'me, I plump'd 'em. 

Tom P. Was'tyou, Naty ? Pm forry that xx\^ 
irregularities fiiou'd have involved you in ihk 
trouble* 

£nUlrMKS.MAG^i. 

Mrs. AT. Oh ! Ignatius Maggs^*— my child t6 
be haul'd about— but this comes of your not ac- 
knowledging me your honor'd inother. 

Pranks. May the fon never get better ufagcf 
ivbo cou'd deny his parents 

I 

Etttgr 



^ 



OR, RAMBLSS IN DORSETSHIRE. 1^9 

£ir/#r BA{iL£i^ebiiK and Tmlly^ iringmg in Bare- 

BONES. 

> % - , 

> • 

Bar. Dang my biittoas* but y^u fli^l pay wft 

Whim. Wbat^5 this ? 

Tjt/^. Only this dcvjoot preacher walks ioW 
Mr. BarloycorA'a and crams liimfelf. like a gr^^t 
fowl; then walks oflF without difcbargiog hlf 
&Qti whcq aiky, iaya he, you'll be piiid abiPV€i 
and fays Mr« Barleycorn, who by there ^ aypd 
fays he, why by Abdiel j fo they walked up ftaipj 
tb me, where I was taking a pint aiud a wbiflT of 
tobacco. I was chridoa'd Mr. TuUjr, feJ wail|Ef 
down^r^but who ever faw an angiil: ymh a pipe i4 
his mouth? 1 don't mipd paying fpr a mto's 
dinaer ^ but. Sir, be fo kind i^ to fend tihii^ 
genileqnan to jail for bilking tbe bopfe. How da 
ye do, Mrs. Maggs ? {bowing) 

Tom P. My Saint George's Fiekk I^ wiJot4 1 

Bare. The fpirit openetb my mXlUJtb^ 

TuUy. You opened yoiur n^outh to fwallow a 
leg of lamb, honey. 

BarcM AU things (hall be in common with the 

rightcQus ? 

Toby. Y2i,y me for ierving capias on Mufter 
Pranks. 

Tom P. Me I how ? 

Pranks. Capias ! What, are you that Ham 
Barebones that has lent my nephew money at an 
exorbitant ufance. 

Tom P. That, like the devil, tempted me by 
the meanSj and now punilbes me for the fin. 

Enter Peregrine and Dian. 

Pere. Mrs. Peregrine. (Jo Whimmy) 

vol. III. o o Dian. 
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Dian. Deareft father your blefling. {ibey kneel 
ta Wbimmy) 

Tully. There^ my blefling od you both^ you 
two fouls. {^puU his band on their beads) 

Tom P. Then, my dear uncle, I take my 
lovely Kitty Barleycorn, and whilft her gentle 
qualities convince our friends, that birth and 
rank are not neceflary to conftitute an amiable 
wife, my refped for her virtues may prove, that 
the thoughtlefs prodigal can make a tender huC- 
band. 

Whim. Oh ! Vm happy ! ha ! ha ! WeVe all 
got fo very generous. Peregrine, With his little 
fortune, has Dian and all my wealth ; your ne- 
phew, with your riches, takes little Kitty Barley^ 
corn with nothing at all ; and Mrs, Maggs looks 
fo charming, that I could find in my heart to 
'•^(j^oing up to her) 

Mrs* M. Now that's fo like Mr. Olmondle, 
{fmiling and advancing) ^ 

Whim, {runs from her) To the devil with the 
Olmondles. 

Tom P. Then, Sir, here ends my five years 
hermitage, and, inftead of my annuity, .1 (ball 
think myfelf nobly rewarded, if my fancies can, 
by an indulgent fmile, receive the forgivene& of 
my generous friend?. 
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AC T J, 

SCENE I. 

A Street. 

Enter Colin with a BaJkeU 

Colin, {hoking out). 

X ES^ itbc's, Harry. 

Enter Ha kry, {in mornings drefs^ and Bathing Man). 

Harry* No, tell Biihopp I fhan't bathe to- 
morrow. [Exit man* 
Every morning relaxes, and wc come down here 
to brace ourfelves up like drums» for the rattle of 
a J^ondon winter campaign, 

Colin. My brother Harry J 

Harry. 
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Harry. Colin 1 What brought you here ? 

Cdlin. An if you go to that^ what has brought 
you here ? 

Harry. I ^me but Jrefterday with my lady. 

Colin. Oh> then you got a pleace fince ? So did 
I the very day after we parted in London. 

Harry. Why, that's lucky^ the firft week you 
fet foot {(n town. 

Cclin. No, it was quite misfortunate. My place 
was fo badifli, Meafter was one of the (hew. 

Harry. What, anaAor? 

Cslin. Ves, he afted your foreign Opera Plays, 
in Haymarket. 

Harry. Oh then, you were fervant to an Opera 
finger ? 

Colin. Yei, that was it 5^ he got a huge deal of 
money from our Wgh gentry here in England ; 
but to fave it all, and bring it away with him, he 
ftarved himfclf, and gave me nothing to eat . Til 
be dom'd but he did ; for his fallads, made me 
pick dandelion; and water crefTes out of the 
ditches; then he made m.accoroni, which be'sjuft 
)ike our bard dumplings cut into long tobacco 
ftoppersi then he made omlettes, and when heufed 
to boil eggs, he wanted me to fup the brqth, an Ita- 
lian fon of a faufage, wanted to fatten an Englifli- 
raan with e^g broth, fo I left him-^oh, 1 left him. 

Harry. Well, who do you live with now ? Some 
Suflex Squire, Eh ? 

Colin. No, I bes fervant to a defperate voine 
lady ! Mifs Melcombe, from Lancalhire. 

Harty. What! {furprifed) ha I ha! ha! by 
Htavcns exceeding good ! 

Colin. Now your miftrefs's name, Harry ? 
Harry. Mifs Melcombe from Lancafliire — You 
impudent puppy, how' dare you tell me you live 

with 
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with Mife Melcombe, when 1 am certafn, Tm the 
only man fervant (lie has at Brighton. 

Colin. I fay Tm her only man fervant, anddom 
your imrpudence, brother Harry ! a conceited 
fool ! in his trowfersi flrutting about like a- pair 
ofcompafTes. 

Enter Cypress. 

Cyf. Oh, fure I've feen you before, {to Colin) 

ColtTh, Yez, Sir, afore the chair, and behind 
the c<>ach. 

Cyp. You live with Mifs Melcombe ? 

Colin. Now mind that, Harry — I do. Sir. 
' Cyp. My belov'd here i oh, let me fly !— no, 
(be likes ceremony, V\\ fend in my name firlL — 
(takes out a card and writes) 

Colin. But I muft go give CQok the Arundel 
mullets, {goes into houfe) 

Cyp. {turru) Eh, \yhere*s Mifs Melcombe's 
fervant? 
, llarry. {advancing) Pm here. Sir. 

Cyp. Then you too belong to the lady ? — ftep in 
with this card to your miftrefs, and bring me 
back an anfwcr ; tell her you faw her dear Cypress, 
and that 1 look charmingly. {Harry goes into a dif* 
tinct houfe from Colin) Never man had fuch dtfap- 
pointments! it's the bufinefs of my life to be 
kind to my old friends ; to be fure 1 hope they 
will leave me fomething when they die, but no 
chance of that here I fuppofc, they fancy a puff of 
fea air can reftore their breath, and a mouthful 
of fait water pickle and preferve them, and it's 
po fancy, Tom Nibble that I faw in town with 
one foot in the grave, I met juft now with twn 
in a pair of boots. Dick Toothlcfs that I left 

ileep'd 
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fieep^d 10 barley water, I find at Hick's titcni^ 
peeping at me over a round of beef *^Lady Squall 
1 parted, bid in a ftufPd elbow chair, met this 
morning gallopping over the downs, runaiog a 
race with a fitzS officer* 

Enter Captain Clifford. 

Clif. What, Mr. Cypr efs ! 

Cyf. Mad Captain Clifford here ! — eh, he 
^on'c look well. Til be civil, {aftde) how d'ye do 
a thoufand times, my dear, dear. Sir ? 

Clif* Never better, thank heaven 1 juft efpaped 
firom oor mcfs ; they drink fo hard — 

Cyp* I fee now he's frelh and florid, find every 
body I meet in barbarous health ! fo vei&atious t 
{going) Oh, but true, I mufl^ wait for an anfwer 
from the miftrefs of my heart* 

Clif. Ha ! ha ! ha ! who is your goddeG ? 
jpome don't be afham'd to tell I 

Qfp, Sir, I boaft of my love for Mift MeU 
combe, as her love to me is her greateft glory \ 

Clif. Mifs Melcombc! Can it be my Julia! 
{afide)^ 

Cyp, Yes; Pm the lad of her foul, iVc fetft 
in my naipe; now you'll fee her ardent defire for 
me tp fend in myfelf. 

clif* Mifs Melcombe's not at Brighton ? 
, Cyp. Then that houfe is not in Brighton. 
(poiftfin^f fo that when Harry went in) 

Clif. My love next door to where I lodge, and 
I not know it! 

Re-enter Harry, both feeing bim. 

Cyp. Well, you delivered my card to your 

miftrefs ? 

Harry. 
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Harry. Yes, Sir, but ihe fays (he knows * no 
tuch perfon. ^Exif. 

Cyp. What! 

Clif. Not know the glorious lad of her foul ! 
{claps Qyprefs on the back) ha! ha! ha! 

O^p. 1 defire. Sir, you'll-- — by my honor 

CHfi Hold, Sir! Mifs Melcombe is a lady for 
whom I have the utmoft veneration—— 

Cyp. You! 

Clif. Yes, I, atid for proof PU indulge you, 
and in your own way too, TU fend in my name. 
{writes on a card) 

Cyp. Not know any fuch gentleman ! {walks 
Mhout) 

Qif. Eh ! but wherc's Mifs Melcombe's man ? 

Rc-enlcr CoLiji, 

Colin. Mere 1 be. Sir. 

Clif. Ari you her fervant too? 

Colin. Oh, yez. Sir, I bes her livery man. 
' Clif And perhaps her common councilman. 

Colin. Noa, Sir, I never durft give her coun- 
cel, tho' I advife her fometimes. Will you 
walk in, old gentleman f 

Cyp. Old ! rafcal ! 

Oif. Come, Sir, I won^t hear even Mifs Mel- 
colmbe's fervant abus'd. , 

CoUn. That's right. Sir, love me, love my dog. 

Clif. Then carry that in your paw to your 
miftrefs. [Exit Colin. 

now Mr. Cyprefs, I don't abfolutcly boaft Tm 
quite her glory ! but perhaps (he won't defire me 
to fend in myfelf. {ironically) 

VOL. in* p p Re-enter 
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Re-enter Colin. 

. Colin. Sir, L delivered myfelf of your card, but 
my lady fays, ihe doesn't know any thing about 
the perfon that wrote upon it. 

Cyp. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Clif. Impolfible ! by heavens fhe is the moft 
capricious!— I fee her duplicity in this feetning 
denial to Cyprefs ; Julia prefer a fordid rafcal to 
me ! haric'ye, you old raven ! your hovering 
about for legacies is notorious, thro' almoft every 
public place in England ; you have been hooted 
out of the rooms at Bath, drove from the pantiles 
at Tunbridge, and by heaven, I'll have you beat 
off the Steine at Brighton. 

Cyp. I beat ! ha ! ha ! ha ! well, I fliould like 
to fee that. 

Colin. So fhbuld I, Sir : he ! he ! he ! 

Cyp. Rafcal ! 

Colin. He ! he ! he I [Runs of. 

Clif. ril have this refufal from Mifs Melgombe's 
own lips. No, ril fee her no more; but I'll 
match you Mr. Cyprefs. . [^Exii. 

Enter Miss Melcombe, {in full drefs) from the houfe. 

. ijiijs Mp Colin ! fetch my par^fol. 

Cyp. Oh ! here is my perfidious Peggy. 

Mifs M. Thofe young gentlemen will keep fjy- 
ing after one fo, I'm glad I dicjn't bring my ni^ce 
Julia here; no chance of admirers her fiimfy 
beauty in tt^? way. What.lvfr. Cyprefs! I pro- 
teft Vm glad to fee you ! 

Cyp. Yes, ma'am j you'd be glad to fee me at 

Pondichcrry, 
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Pondicherry, fo you were at the fame time upon 
a Suffex cliff; even from thence, madam, I fhould 
behold you. Love is a monftrous telegraph : if 
you had any compaffion, you cou'd read with- 
out fpeftacles, that flighted paflion is a piteous 
cafe. 

Mifs M. What do you talk to me. Sir, of fpeq- 
taclc cafes? 

Cyp. Then, madam. Til be round witl^ you : 
you might have put on your barnacles and an- 
fWered my card. 

Mi/s M. Yours! my fervant did bring me a 
card juft now, but not from you. 

Cyf. Forgets even my name ! 

Enter Harry, drejfed. 

Mtfs M. How provoking ! here's fome gentle- 
man has fent his fervant to watch me about. 
X^/tde) 

Harry. Now for the library. My miftrefs 
fhou'd have fet down more than one number. 

[Goings 

Cyp. Didn't I give you a card for your lady ? 

Harry. Certainly, Sir. 

Cyp. And wasn't her anfwer that fhe didn't 
know the writer ! 

Harry, Knew nothing at all about him. Sir. 

[Exif. 

Cyp. There madam ! oh ! ihame ! that a lady 
can rend a man's honeft heart, and then deny it 
to his miferable face ! 

Mifs M. What, Sir, do you talk to me of 
cards to ladles ; and, Sir, I can't help your mifer- 
able face ! 

Cyp. You can help, madam, my bleeding heart, 

p p 2 that 
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that you yourfelf have given the fatal fiabtof 
But — I don't care twopence about her : TU now 
fcorn in oiy turn. 

Mifs M. Sir^ if I have attra&ions, am I to 
blame ? I didn^'t make them. 

Cy^. Make ! no, Mifs, you bought your lillies 
and rofes ready made ; the matter of the cere* 
monies at your toilet places them well enough 
Mi&, but if one was to fee them in a morning, 
there's a caft off and change fides, Mifs : " Where 
*' are the lillies ? on the cheeks of my Philis ! 
*^ where is the rofe ? on her pretty little nofe !'* 

Mifs M. Barbarous, cruel man ! 

Cyp. Nay now, Mifs Mckombc, my dear 
Peggy ! 

Mifi M. Sir, though I waschriftened Margaret,^ 
I told you I was fince confirmed Seraphina. Sera^^ 
phina is my name ! 

Cyp. Will you be Seraphina Gyprefe ? {Taking 
her band) 

EnUr GoLiN, witb\ a para/oh 

Mi/s M. Colin, go to Gregory's and aft, for 
the tplefcope I chofebn my fortunate raffle yefter- 
day. Any meflages, you'll find me on the 
Steine; 

Cyp. My dear peggy-^r— r 

Mi/s M. Sir, be affured Mifs Melcombe will 
never be Mrs. Cyprefs. [Exif^ wit b Colin. 

Cy^.'Thcre^s a coquet ! all art, her denial to 
Captain Clifford. She's gone to flirt with him on 
the Steine. How have I Joft her? Some difgull ! 
Was it when (he pop'd in upon me t'other day 
vvhilft I was (having ! She defired me not to mind 
her, and like ^n afs, on I went, up to the eyes 

in 
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in fuds, tjRrifting my features into fifty ugly fliapcs 
before hen When Ihe afked me for her favourite 
air, like a fool I muft play it on the German 
flute> and put my mouth into fuch an uncomely 
Ihape : my attitudes were graceful the' ! Love is 
gone ! Come revenge ! But how ? 

jE»/^r Boy, leaves band-bills under knockers, givfs 

one to Cypress, and exit. 

Pfliaw ! pcfter me with auftion bills ! and — ^EH» 
(reads) '* Great Rooqis — Mr. Parrots — Give imi- 
^' t^tions — principal performers — fa wing a deal 
^* board— celebrated orator-«r-two cats in a gutter 
^ — drawing a cork*- — Oh, here's ap occafion for 
ample revenge on my perfidious Peggy ! (he has 
killed me, and I'll make her ridiculous ! Oh, I'll 
^ave her among the cats and gutters ! [Exii. 



3CENE 11, 



The Steine^ before Gregory's library, compattf walk^ 

ingy converfing^ 13 c. Julia Melcomb£ and 

others^Jeated under the piazza, reading. 

Julia. (Jo Jhopman) I dcfired my ferrant to call 
for the book. No matter : Til take it myfelf. 

Man. {writing) Mifs N4elcombe. 

Julia. Eh, what Captain Clifford is this ? {look^ 
ing at fubfcription book) My dear Charles at Brigh- 
ton ! moft certain ! 

JEnier 
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Enter Captain Clifford^ 

Clif. Oh, here is Julia ! Moft obedient ma'am. 

Julia, Ma'am — fo cool ! well then, moft obe- 
dient. Sir. Ah, I was once the lovelieft creature 
in the world : wasn't I, Charles ? Look in my 
face wretch : is not there now fomebody elfc more 
lovely ? 

AIR. — ^JuLIA* 

Go, wild and fickle rover. 

Where laft your vows you paid. 
Fly round and play the lover. 

To widow, wife,^ and xAai(). 

Late faireft of fair creatures. 

All mine your tears and fighs. 
Have I now other features ? 

Or you got other eyes ? 

When Flora's gifts are coming. 

An infedl you peep out ! 
A bee then fond of humming. 

You pertly buz about. 

When next on flowers you*d fettle. 

With betle-eye take wing. 
For honey court a nettle. 

Exchanging fling for fting. 

Clif. Why, ma'am, you are very pleafant. 

Julia. Certainly ; this is the place for pleafure* 
But how long have you been at Brighton ? 

Clif. Long enough, m.adam, to receive proofs 
of what I never even fufpefted, 

Julia. Don't talk fo louds the people are all 
ftaring at us. 

Clif. 
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CUf. Oh, madam, it's your ambition to be 
ftared at by young and old ! 

Julia. 1 was going to take a turn before the 
Pavilion come, give me you arm, and let's know 
what is this mighty bufinefs. 

CUf. Ton my honour, raa*am, this is exceding 
well — my arm ! then you are not afraid of meet- 
ing old Cyprefs ? 

Julia. Now blefs your pretty little foul, Charles, 
who is old Cyprefs ? 

CUf. Oh, ma*am, that incomprehenfibility of 
furprife is really abfurd : you firfl refufp to admit 
Cyprefs, becaufe I was in the way; then, to 
foften him by a compleat triumph over me, you 
fend me out word 

Enter Colim, /peaks in at the Jhop. 

Colin. I want the telepope, that miflref^ won 
^ith the dice-box. 

CUf {flops him) Oh ! I gave you a card for 
your lady : you brought out for anfwer that ihe 
didn't know me ? 

CoUn. Ye z. Sir, \Exit into fl)Op. 

CUf. There madam. 
, Julia. But what's all this -to me ? 

CUf You feem very carelefs about It ; but I 
think it's very much to you •, and Julia, all in all 
to me : {tenderly) therefore madam, I infift 

Julia. Hold, Sir! you forget yourfelf: fuch 
behaviour in a public place ! 

CUf But, fure I have a right to demand an 
explanation. 

Julia. Oh, my valiant captain ! To proceed in 
form: hadn't you beft fend me a challenge ? but 
you may take it for granted, Sir, that whether in 

refentment 
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rcfcntment or affedion^ this is the lall time I fhall 
ever give you the meeting. [ExU^ 

Cl^. rU flog Cyprefs !: no, the good-natured 
people round have witnefs'd my infulting a wo- 
man; they (hall not add to my difgrace by feeing 
me beat an old man. £h ! isn't this Mr.Parrots^the 
Irifh Mimic \ Ha, ha, ha ! A capital miftake in 
talent his, attempts to imitate every character 
and dialed the moft oppofite ; yet, with fuch an 
invincible brogue, that v^hen he fancies he fpeaks 
or iings a variety of voices, you can only thihk 
yourfelf in a debating fociety at Tipperary. 

Enter Parrots and Waiter. 

Par. Waiter, prepare me a good breakfaft of 
Ibme tea and cakes ; but if you can't get three new 
laid eggs, you may eat them all yourfelf. {Exit 
Waiter) Captain Clifford, how do you do. Sir I . 
. Clif. Ha 1 Mr. Parrots, true, I faw your bills 
for performance. 

Par. Yes, Sir, Tm come to give my imitations, 
and have hir'd a fine big room ; but fuch a bufhel 
of troubles as I have had. 

Clif. I'm glad you*re come Parrots, I wanted 
fomething to laugh at, this place is very pleafant, 
eh ? the Steine, and Downs, and bathing — - — 

Par. Bathing ! oh a blefled affair happened to 
me about that, the very day I arrived, I was fo a- 
fraid of nobody coming to hear me, that I was 
about to go back to London ; fo I took my place 
in the machine, but inftead of a ftage coach they 
put me into a wooden clofet, and dragg'd me into 
the fea : hallo ! fays I, let me out ! Off with your 
clothes, fays the fellow, and tumble out here 
headlong^ 

Clif. 
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C7j^. Ha!ha!ha! * 

Par. Well, I thought I'd ftay here a few days 
longer, if only to pick up, among their bathing 
JQiops, and raffling machines, a new (lock of ori- 
ginals; and faith I've been at them eves drop« 
ping about every where; why t'other night ii) 
che play houft, I had a Scotch prefbyterian calling 
to the mufic for God fave the King I A Frenclji 
knarquis bawliiigfor Rpafl Beef! and ah Iriihmaa 
Iroaring for Rule Britannia ! 

Qif. Gh, you've him at your tongue's end» 
Par. Who, the Irifhman? now there you'r^s 
out : he had fuch a devil of a brogue, that |ie'p 
the only perfbn there I cannot miimc neiatly. 

■ ■ 1 ■ 

AIR-^—Parrots. 

Vrti the man that can take ofF every fowl. 
From the finging ]ark> to the barking dog* 

Hark! the lark. (m/Wcx) now the dog. 

AU beafts J can xaimic upon my foul» 

From the cackling hen, to the grunting hog. 

The hen, {mimics) now the hog, {mimics) 

All's food for wit> that falls into my diOi» 
Like crowing cock, I'm a fine bird-calU 

And yet I cannot well mimic a fifh, 

" Becaufe that a fiih fays nothing at all. 

At all jolly parties I make a ro«t, 

I'm call'd for my fong ; for a joker I pafs ; 

But fome how or other — I bring it about. 
That the people all think me a fine jadk-afi . 

At Hanover-fquare, when your concert plays^ 

Like them I can preflo, piano too, 
I iing and I whifUe with fo much ai^, v 

The black crow's neat fong, and the tight cuckow* 
Lo! the crow; the cuckow. {mimics) 

The rawing of boards, and the drawing, of cork. 

And water as dropping, drop, dropi, drop, {mmics) 
I tune up my pipe, with my great pitch-fork. 
At the bottom now, and now *t the top. {mimks) 
.Vol. III. q^<^^ Tic 
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At all joy ptrties I ^ake a root* 

I^m call d for my fong ; for a joker I pafs ; 

But fomc how or other I bring it about. 
That the people^all think me a £ne jack-afs* 

Cljf. Ha! ha! ha! thi» offers fomcthing for 
old Cyprtfs, {Afide) Mr, Parrots, if you Ihou'dn't 
be encouraged here, equal to your merit, you 
may ea(ily get money for your cravelliug expences 
however. , 

Par. Then how my dear Sir ? 

Clif. Liften.— A gtntleman here had an old 
friend, whom he once infulted grolsly : this friend 
hadn't fpirit to refent it hinnfclf, yet dying lately, 
carried his refentment to his laft breach, abfo- 
lutely in his will left a legacy of a hundred pounds, 
to any one that woU'd cane him on the open 
Sceine. 

Far. Ha, ha^ ha ! Why that was a comical 
cowardly CDrt of revenge. 

Clif. Now fuppofe you were to earn this legacy. 

Par. Beat a gentleman J you don't catch me at 
that Captain, 

Clif. Why befides touching the cafli, you chat 
tife an impudent little rafcal. 

Par. If I were to chaftife all the impudent raf- 
cals I meet, I fhou'd have five fills for every onc^ 
of my ten fingers, thumbs and all. 

Clif. Intereft is not the ftring, I muft touch the 
Hibernian's courage, {aftde) I don't think the Ic* 
gacy will ever be claim'd, tho* the money is a 
temptation, yet nobody hitherto has ventured to 
vrin it by ftrikjng him : he's a remarkably ftrong 
Jittfe^llow, ijci^^cd full of tricks with his ftrength 
wjien- he gets a bottle; twilling pokers round his 
neck, battering pewter pots with his forehead: 
they, ta& here, (bur I acver believ'd it) that the 

caafc 
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caufe of the eaft cliflF falling, was his (hovirig, in, 
a drunken fiCj one of the great guns off the bat- 
tery : ves, yes it requires a deal of refolucion to 
win this legacy, 

l?ar. Why, Sir, d'ye think Pm afraid ? upon 
the Steioe you fay? any particular time men** 
tion'd in the will? 

CUf. Eh, yonder is old Cyprefi, {afide) when 
there's a good deal of company, about now, a 
propos, , looky that's your man. 

Par. What that clergyman bowing to the ta« 
dies ? or the man in mourning, laughing fo 
hearty? (Jookingout) 

Clif. Pho, look there. 

Par. Oh the little fquab lad in the bob wig and 
blue and filver coat. But, Captain, if I do earn 
the legacy, who's to pay it me ? 

Clif. What name I oh, any, {ajtd$) eh,— one, 
«^— one Captain Tomkins is the executor. 

Par. But where does he live ? 

C(if. Anybody wiU tell you, look, that's his 
houfe. {points off) 

, Par. Very well. 

Clif. Here's Jack Daily, he'll be dragging me 
to the bottle, (going) 

{Enter an OfficirO 

Offw^ Ha! ha I ha! hoUq Clifford ! by hea- 
vens you're a fine fellow to flip off fo ! 

Clif. Never mind me, {{cere's ^ lady that 
I 

Officer. Meet a l^dy with fuch a fobcr ftupid 
face — Come along ray boy ! {Jings) 

. '* For Venus ne'er looks with a fmile fo divine." 

{takes Aim aff) 

aaa Pan 
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Par. To get my bottle I hiuft firft: toticli the 
corks. He's here, a hundred pound is a good 
thing, but beating him in cold Mood — ^^by my fotl 
I'd rather get a thrafliing myfelf {fo that nobody 
might know it) than ftrik^ a man thai has never 
done mc anjr hafrn.— But a (lick is neceflaiy. 

l^Exif info Gregory's^ 

Enter Cypress wHh 41 nevifpapr. 

* 

Cyf. Yxti burning for reveiige on rtiy cruel Peg, 
but no finding this Mr* Parrots the qiirnic— ^ 
deal of fafliion here this evenings 

Enter Colin, from tbefiopj {with a iehfcofeJ) 

Oh, is your Lady on the Sceine } ^ 

C :tv. Sitting in yon yoinc company at Critir- 
ford's library^ 

( p She fliall fee what terms I'm on with peo- 
ple of condition, {looks thro' an opera glafs) Sir 
Luke ! we*ll fettle our bet at the rooms, {calling off\ 
Lady Dimple ! do you ride to Rottingdeane to- 
morrow ? Our friend the Colonel promiies a 
charming treat from the Dorfet banJ, on the level. 
{calling off) 

Colin. Yes, Sir, miftrefs and I will be on the 
leveK (looks thro' the Tele/cope) Dick Cuachman ! 
Shall us tip a mug of Newhaven beer at the white 
horfe ? {calling off ) 

Cyp. Cohn ! Cou'dri't you draw your lady this 
way ? tell her Ihe'U fee fomething very pleafant. 

Colin. Wha^, fir, yon wi child and tumbling 
blar m or ? 
^ Cyp^ No make her look towards me. 

Colin I wull. \^Exit. 

Cyp T^tn (he'll learn that Pm fomebody for 
all her fcorn. 

Re-enter 
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Ri^-enter VxK'SiOi^ from ibejhop J with a fiick. 

Par. rU pay you for this little nag. but now 
take it out an airing upon trial, (/peakirig f/f) 

Cyp» Let's fee what valetudinarian friends at 
Buxton. {Jits and reads the New/paper^ ParroU 
walks round y then Jits by him) 

Par. I muft get him more amongft the compa-* 
^y> (^^^) 3^^' hadn't you belt take a wa^lk? 

Cyp. Take a walk ! 

Par. Yes^ Sir, and I'll take another^ and yet 
we'll both take the fame walk. 

Cyp. Who is this man ? {aftde) 

Par. I'll make him affront me, and then ft 
will be airhis own doing, {drops the cane on Cy^ 
prefs'sfoot) Sir you needn't kick Ihelisilah about, 
you and he will be better acquainted by and 
bye. 

Cyp. I proteft this is au odd perfon. {qfide) 
. Par. I don't like ftriking a naked man ; I wifii 
he had fome weapon, {aftde) Sir, how do you 
Hke this colt ? becaufe Sir, if you'd ftep aad 
take a filly out of the^ fame paddock yonder, 
they'd breed charming. 

Cyp. Breed what ? f 

Par. A quarrel 1 

Cyp. I do not like this man. {afide) 

Par. How Ihall I rouze him ! {afide) Wh^ 
thatpaper^s out of hand Sir, I'll t hank you fof 
it} (takes it) I'm oblig'd to you. Sir. 

Cyp' It's now out of hand indeed. 

Par. Sir, I fay that's falfe, for now it's ia 
hand, and yet I'll read it out of hand.— -(r^<3^/) 
** On Saturday died." 

Oyp, JLiord Sir, juft let me look it the deaths ! 

Par. 



Sio THE IRISH MIMIC; 

Var. Takes an affront like mutled daret, thea 
I'll beat him without any ceremony for themean- 
nefs of hisfpirit ! {afide) Look ye Sir, as to bat-» 
tering pewter pots againft men's foreheads, and 
making cravats of kitchen pokersj that's all to 
me a mere dog's whittle ! 

Cyf. Sir ! 

far. I never attempted to throw a cannon over 
a cliff' like others ! . . 

Off. Did'nt you Sir ? I beg pardon, 1 thought 
you did — Gad this is an odd fellow ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 
(ajide) 

Tar. Harkye, Sir, I wifh to avoid ftrife, and 
fo — if you'll only tell the executor I did it, I'll 
not do it at alK 

Cyjp. Then Sir, you may let it alone, what's 
all this he's talking about, I'll do, and you'll not 
do. 

Far^ Oh but I will if you go to that, ibiood ! 
and thunder Sir! why don't you put me into a 
fury as you did the dead man ? but what did you 
do to make the dying foul leave you fuch a token 
ofafiWlion? ♦ 

Ofp. Who ! what 1 has any deceafed friend left 
me ? 

Tar. Ay you're left the truth of a thumping 
legacy! 

Cyp. Indeed ! where am I to receive it my dear 
Sir? 

Par. Why here. 

Cyf. Here ! when ? 

Far. Now. 

Cyf. Who's to pay me it ? 

Tar. L 



Entif 
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1 

Re-enter Colin. 

Colm^ I told my lady Sir, and (he and compa** 
By are all looking at you. 

Par. The executor may want a witnefs— — — 

Cyp. Witncfs 1 why, my dear fir, won't my 
receipt do ? Come, we'll gee pens, ink, and 
llamp in the (hop. 

Par. No, leaving a mark will do for this — you 
Hand there, and obferve what pafies. (to Colin) 

Cyp. Ay, tell your lady what tokens of afFec«> 
tion I receive from others. Now I'm ready t0 
take it. 

Phr. And I tb give it. {Jlrikes bim) 

Cyf. Murder! help! 

Par. There, I've tried the poney {throws the 
Jiick down) And now for a touch at the executor! 

[Exit/^ 

Cyp. Oh heavens ! oh my back! 

Colin. Then this the joke they're to fee, he, he, 
he ! How my lady laughs, all the gentlefolks be*i 
laughing at you ! he, he, he ! what a happy man 
you be to make people fo merry ! he, he, he ! 

Sji'^. Merry, you villain^ yes I'm very happy, 
pubiickly difgrac'd ! caned on the open Steine! 
and for wnat r— What did 1 do to the fellow ? 
Mifs Metcombe may indeed now defpife me, I 
tnyfeif to draw her attention and be curft to me, 
I'll write to her— explain what I don't under- 
ftaod, ril go home — isn't this my old landlady ! 

Enter Landlady. 

£h, now good dame, where are you gadding, 
and nobody at home to light me a candle ? 

i. Ah, Mr, Cyprefs, I wiih I could afford 

C0 
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to keep a maid, but lawk one muft call in upoii 
one's neighbours to fee whether they're dead ot 
alive. 

,Cyf>. What then you're a legacy huntir ? yoil 
felfim creature ! I fay return home and light my 
candles I 

Land. Ah, Sir, I'm only going to the Apothc-* 
caries, take a couple of turns more on the SteinCf 
fur the fea air is fo wbolefome for you phthyficy 
old gentlemen. [£y//4 

Cyp. There's a fcandalous goffip I eh, gone 
ito the apothecary's ! fome hope of an old wo« 
man that goes into an apothecary's (hop. Til 
make her a prefent of a pair of fleecy bofiery 
gambadoes. 

Colin. Oh here's the poney. (takes up tbejlick) 

Cyp. Boy, you ftep home with me to ftrike » 
light, and carry a letter to your lady. 

CoUn. Yes, Sir, he, he, he 1 you be more comi- 
cal than tumbling blackamoor. — How cleverly 
he managed the poney, here he went fo ! aid 
then he went fo 1 (flourijhing U over Syprefs's 
bead) 

Cyp^ Why you rafcal ! {/natcbes it, Colin runs 
of) What will Peggy think of me, fure (he 
won't have me after this public difgrace, well if 
not, ril (I'll purfue her ; perhaps when flic dies 
file may leavjc me fomething in token of former 
friendlhip. 

AIR — Cypress. 

Our joys are ail fled. 

Oh! alas, and alack ! 
My friend now lies dead. 

And the iMiife hung with bla|pk« 
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How can his Iov*d wife 

Her vaft forrows endure f 
She's loft to all life, '. 

As the mutes at the door. 

Our handkerchiefs wave. 

And our hearts are in dole ; 
He's laid in the grave. 

And we think on the — cole. 

with glafs of wine we'll cheer our wocj 

And wipe Our muzzy faces. 
Then hey 1 for Dodlor's Conunons go. 

To fee how there the cafe is. 

*' I have the fortune," cries one fon, 
, " And t'other not a fouflci," 
The wife fmgs, " My kind hufband's gone* 
** He was a Roufi-oufki." ' ' 

Executors grand ! 

Now think how they can cribi 
Left plate, houfe, and land. 

To his dear loving rib. 

With widow we dine* 
All batchelors met, 
Atchievement's the figil* 
' There's a wife to be leti 

So lonely her — bed ! 

Her fad heart fure will breaks 
She fwears fhe can't wed 

In lefs than a— -week. 

With glafs of wine, &Ci 

{Exk. 
lEmter Julia agitated^ and Harrt* x 

Julia^ And Mr. Clifford lives next door to mc ? 
i will not live next door to him — Harry — ^You 
muft look out other lodgings. Then this was 
the caufe of his behaviour to me ! ah ! fye.! fyel 

VOL. Ill, R K men 
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men are all bafe and venal, {aftde) How loAg 
has your brother and his millrefs been here ? 

Harry. But a few days, ma'am. 

Julia And Captain Clifford you fay fent in a 
tender meffage to my aunt ? that is your brother 
Colin's ladv — the other Mifs Melcombe ? 

Harry. Moft certainly ma'am. I didn't know 
you had an aunt ; they fay (he's very rich ? but 
that to be fure you know. 

Julia. And that Ihe is very rich my falfe Clif- 
ford to be fure knows. But dear he need not be 
vain of his conqueft, for my venerable aunt 
throws out her lure for every bird that flies ! he 
fancies it is his fine perfon that has caught her, 
but I'll convince him, that with all his grace^ and 
accomplifliments, he may be fupplanted by the 
firft infignificant^ dangling coxcomb, that chufes 
to pay her any attention, {aftde) Harry you arc 
aciquainted with fome of the officers' fervants^ 

Harry. Oh yes, madam, very genteel valets. 

Julia. Then if you know any very genteel valet, 
that has a very fmart little mafter, whofe regi- 
mentals would fit me 

Harry. Madam ! 

Julia. Borrow them — ha, ha, ha ! I think I 
fliall make a fmart Brighton officer ! 1 can dance, 
fport my uniform on the Steine, chatter at the 
libraries, fhew the ladies my neat marquee, then 
at our camp and review, 

ril make a rout. 
The cows and fheep my only foes. 

On prancing fteed curvet about! 
With pops of powder, fright the crows! 

[^Exeunt^ 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

{Moon-light) — Before Cypress's Houfe. 
Enter Captain Clifford, elevated with Wine. 

• 

Clif* What's company, wiqe, mirth, without 
love ! women fhould be indulged in their little 
caprices, fince man cannot exift without their 
charming ftpiles. I'll call on my divine Julia, 
throw myfelf at her feet and alk her pardon, 
{^A light appears at the upper window ^ Cyprefs is Jem 
feated in cap and gown writing.) 

Enter Colin /r^/w the Houfe ^ 

Colin. rU wait on him no longer, my lady will 
want me, and this old rogue will give me nothing. 

Clif* Julia's fervant ! where have you been ? 
who lives here ? 

Colin. Mr. Cyprefs, Sin 

Clif. Eh! I totally forgot •! wonder if Par-r 

rots performed the exploit ! That *tother bottle ! 
loft all the fun by it, — what you're come with a 
letter ? 

Colin. No Sir, Iftay to take one, his old land- 
lady be's not yet com'd home, fo ftingy won't 
keep a maid — fo Mr. Cyprefs bid me watch doo^. 

Cliff. Well, I want to aflc him a quelUon* 

Colin. Noa, Sir, he bid me not let any pnc 
difturb him whilft he's writing loye.—rr 
^ Clif. Is that he up there? 
^ Colin. Yes Sir, he (leeps in a garret for the good 
airover the hills. 

Qlif. Go home, your lady wants you. 

R '2 Colin. 
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Colin. Docs (he? good bye, Sir. {Jbuts the 
door) , 

Clif. Why did you (hut the door ? 

Colin. That nobody might go in^ till old wo« 
man comes back- 

Clif. Dem the old woman ! 

Colin, How fine thefe officers talk, dem the 
old woman ! \_Exit^ 

Clif. Julia's diffimulation, carrying on a cor- 
refpondence — Cyprefs has the name of money, 
can (he be fo bafc ! you're compofing your'e love- 
letter ? then rU difcompofe. — {looking up^ knocks 
at the door) I don't think he can know me, {de^ 
ranging bis drefs) 

Cyp. (within) Colin ! why don't you go to the 
door ? 

Cltf. I'll teaze him—but what (hall I fay ! 
{Cyprefs opens the door with a candle) 

Cyp. Where is this clown run to ? 

Clif. Pray, Sir, does Captain Tomkins live 
here ? 

Cyp. No Sir. 

Clif. Afk pardon Sir, any where in this neigh- 
bourhood. Sir ? 

Cyp. 'Pon my word Sir, I'm but a ftrangcr 
myfelf. 

Clif. Good nighty Sir-^forry to give you- — fo 
much trouble. 

Cyp. Oh Sir, no trouble, good night S^r. {fl>uts 
the door) 

, Clif. Ay, trot up, (/t/?^«j") feated ? {looks up) 
yes — ( Cyprefs appears at the window^ takes uppen^ 
Captain Clifford knocks ^ Cyprefs ft art s^ takes the candle 
and retires) — ay, now trot down again. I hope 
he won't let his candle fall, for I like to contem- 
plate 
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plate his delegable vifage — (JiJPning^ Cyprefs opens 
the door) — Pray Sir, does Captain Tomkins live 
here ? 

Cyp. No> Sir, Captain Tomkins does not 
live here, eh 1 why, Sir, you are the gentleman 
alked the fame queftion this inftant ! 

Clif. Blefs my foul ! the fame door indeed ! 
Sir, I alk pardon. 

Cyp. Oh, Sir, no oflfence — plague what keeps 
the old woman ! 
^Clif. Sir, I wifti you a good night. 

Cyp. Oh, Sir, good night to you. "[Exit. 

' Ciif' {liji^ning) Up we trot again — fet to our 
love-letter ? ]£h, I believe he has taken his pen 
and. ink' horn into fome other room — oh no, 
there fits old amorous Ovid, {knocks^ Cyprefs 
fiartSy appears vext^ tries to open the window but 
cannot, the Captain knocks) Oh we trot down a 
little fefter. {liftening) 1 believe he's tumbled 
down flairs. {Cyprefs opens the door) Pray, Sir, 
does Captain Tomkins live here ? 

Cyp. Why what the devil, Sir, I told you 
twice no Captain Tomkins lived here. 

Clif. I beg pardon, Sir, forry to give you fo 
much trouble. 

Cyp. Sir, really I don't underftand what you 
mean 

Clif. Sir your moft obedient, I wi(h you a 
good night. 

Cyp. Well, Sir, good night. — {as he^sfhutting 
the door^ Captain Clifford pujhes it) 

Clif. Oh, Sir, you feem to have loft one of 
your flippers. 

Cyp. Curfe it all ! 

Clif. Pray, Sir, don*t ft ay out in the cold — 

you'll 
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you'll get a fore throat. {Cyprefs Jhutting the 
door^ Captain Clifford pujhes it) Oh but, Sir, caa 
you tell me where Captain Tomkins lives ? 

Cyp. Inquire at the public-houfe§. 

( Jhutting the door^ Capt. Clifford pujhes it open 

Clif. Pray Sir, which is the public houfe ? 

Cyp. Hell and fury, 1 don't know ! 

Clif. Sir, I afk pardon^-moft obedient, good 
pight, Sir. [Exit Bowifig, 

Cyp. This old woman to take the key of my 
parlqur, but I'll quit her lodgings to-morrow ! 
I'll come down no more if the houfe is on fire ! 

[Jhuts the door. 

pnter a Porter, 

Por. Letter fays number twelve, [bllds it to the 
lamp . Cyprefs appears at the window writings For- 
ier knocks^ Cyprefs after many attempts, burfts open 
the window and looks out) 

Cyp. ril come down no more ! Get away you 
rafcal ! 

For. IVe a letter for Mr, Cyprefs. 

Cyp. A letter ! oh. {fhuts the window. 

Tor. Get away you rafcal !— don't care, the 
lady ftiall pay me for bringing it. \Exit^ 

Enter Parrots. 

Tar. Unlucky, Captain ClifiFord and his jolly 
party broke up, but wliere does the executor 
live? — the Captain pointed this way, fo fince 
Tm on the fpot, I may as well try to find it out 
to night, that I may be lure of knowing it ir^ (he 
morning, oh this may be it. {going to knock, Cyprefs 

opens 
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eptns the doer') Pray. Sir, does Captun Tomkins 
live here'? 

Enter Landlady with a lantbom going towards 
the door, Cyprefs claps it violently, Farrets 
runs off—the Curtain drops bafiily. 



END or TR£ FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

The Coffee room at Tilts. 
Captain Clifford difcovefed at Breakfafli 

Captain Clifford* 

JL'LL get Ipave of abfenee — quit Brighton, and 
fee Julia no more. 

Enter Ki tt-katt and Waiter. 

Kxtt. {looking at the Suifcriftion Book)Whzt thctt 
your Coffee room is a lubfcription bufinefs ? 
Captain Clifford is he at Brighton ? 

{Waiter points to the Captain and Exit 4 

Clif. Ah ! Mr. Kitc^katt ! 

Kitt. Moft obedient. Sir. 
' Clif. Have you been long here ? 

Ai//. Came laft night \ my principal motive is 
to take a picture of your camp on a review day — 

a cap- 
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ft capital liabjed;*--^! fiiall h^ve a particular Hlse- 
nefs of each officer— may I hope. Sir, for your 
iofiuence with your military fii^^a^St iudividi»ll/ 
to fit for me ? 

Clif. Certainly. 

Kut. I'ueed not fay thU Captain CUford will 
have a confpicuous fituation in the fore grpuiu!|. 

Qif. Qaujing) If I never fee Juli?i Vlprc, I 
{boul() like to have fome remfcubra^qe of her* 
i^d0) Mr. Kitt^katt, baniOi battleis fnd c^mpf 
IroniL ycHir mind for the prefent,, I wii|h ypu (Q 
take the likenefs of a lady for me ? 

Kin. With pleafore ^ir-r-Jh^U I W9^t upon 
the bdy ? is fiie in Brighton ? 

Clif. Yes ; but hold ; tho' (he has claim to 
the full exertion of your arC| her modeft opinion 
of her own charms could never fuffer.her to con- 
fliiiti-^-^(he -11 not fit, it muft b? done wthout her 
knowledge. 

Kin. TheUj Sir, procure n^Q an opportunity pf 
feeing her. 

CpHn^ ^withui) Tezs have qur hofies ready 
it two. 

Qif. QK ftep here my lad ? 

Enter Colin. 

Colin. Sir don't keep me, I got anger laft sight 
for being out of the way^ and mifltrefs was fiitk 
to fend letter to Mr. Cyprefs by common porter. 

Clif. Send letters to him ! well no matter—- 
Where's your lady now ? 

Celin. Gone to hear big drum and hautboy on 
Pavilion Parade. 

Clif* Mr. Kitt-katt couldn't you take the like* 
liefs by a ftolen peep ? 

rouiiu ss IQdm 
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* Ai//« But how fhall I know the ladf in the 
crowd ? 

' Clif. Hctc you, flicw your miftrcfs to this 
gendemao. 

Colin. Shew my miftrefs this gentleman ? 

Ciif. Piha ! point her out to him-^but don't 
tcUhcr-T — -mind. 

tolin. Indeed, Sir, I don'c know her mind, 
(he's fo fly. 

aif Pho ! Get along. (Jhoves him of) Quick, 
follow him, obferve the lady he fpeaks to — fup 
with me- to-night, and Til introduce you to the 
officers. . 

A///. Many thanks, my good Sir, adieu. 

i 

Enter Parrots. 

far. Ah, Sir, what did you run fuch a hum 
upoh me ? firfl: to make me beat a man, then alk 
himfrlf for the reward ? 

Clif. What do you mean ? 

Tar. Mean ! why Captain Tomkins is the gen- 
tleman \ threlh*d, and not tlie executor ! laft 
night I knock'd at the houfe, and I thought he'd 
have knocked the door and myfelf into the win- 
dow the other fide of the way. 
* Clif. Why Parrots, did you inquire laft night 
for Captain Tomkins. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Far. Pho, none of your laughing. Sir, tell me 
where the executor lives that I may get in the 
money, and out of the town, as he may be for 
bringing me before a juftice. 

CTif. Ha, ha, ha! and he opened the door in a 
red night-cap \ ha, ha, ha ! 

rar. 
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Par. Yes he did^ but never mind his red night- 
cap now. 

€lif. With a candle in his hand ? ha^ ha, ha 1 

Par. Oh the devil but*n your joandk; Sir, what 
a laughing you keep ! 

Clif. And you afked, ^^ Pray, Sir, does Captain 
Tomkins live here ?'' ha, ha, ha I 

P^rr. Yes, I did. 

Clif. Ha, ha, ha ! let's fee, the Captain is one 
executor, but you certainly went to the wrong 
houfe. 

Par. Well right or wrongs PU go no more to 
Captain Tomkins, if there are two executors who 
is the other ? 

Clif. It's Mr. — ^ Come with me, and Til fhew 
you his houfe-<-ha, ha» ha ! 
. Par. Oh, Sir, if you keep grinning {q I wpn't 
^o with you ! 'pon my honor. 

Qlif. Now I'm ferious, ha, ha, ha I [Exeunt. 



irm^m 



SCENE II. ^ 

Cypress's Lodgings, 
Entir Cypress, 

Cyp. Pay two guineas a week here, and an olcl 
beldam keep no maid I Oblige me to open doors, 
^nd get myfelf infulted by all the ra^P in the ftreets 
ru direftly for London — pack up my cloaths— ^ 



%s 1 En fir 
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Enter Cahiu, {^crying.} 

tiOin. VeB, S^ it's mil alonlg; of you. 

Cjpp Colin, what's the m^tcer f 

Grfm. Y<>u wou'd hriti^ note away lift night 
todling after you> 4nd while I was oist^ mifltrcft 
was in a worry to fend me with a letter. 

€fp. Ay, to Cliptaih Clifford I warrknt, Vm 
|rlad I dkihi't fend my kfter to^ her. WeH ? 

Colin. And fo» this morning, Colin, fays &it^ 
^bu*re an hondft creaturej and the btft aarvant 
that ever ^ourifhed a flambeau^ but I difcharge 
you for an idle vagaly)nd. . I've loft tny place on 
^our account, and if you'vte any confcience yOu'll 
get me another or take mie yourfelf. 

Q^. I%is fdlow will teU me ail hei: §^(^xz., 

Colin. I'm ttbw ian lioneft ttion ontWf breads 
bread bes the ftaff of life, and without it I Ihall 
tumble down, as yew wcra^ was 1 i» trip you up. 

Cyf' His coming is ^ propos, to prepare and 
attend me on my jodrney— ^ fear you're a fad 
fellow tho'. 

Colin. Yes, Str^ Ibes fed^ut ofpleace, hire me,^ 
and I'll be a merry fellow. 

Cyp. But living with a lady has fpoil'd you. 

Ct^lin. No, Sir, 1 have liv'd with a gentleman 
who was fometimes a prince 1 ibmetimes a Roman 
lucifer ! fomedmes a piagan god 1 

(Cy^. Did he keep a coach ? 

Colin. Noa, he was an Italian, fo the Engliih 
no)>ility kept a coach for him, "my lYiatler fung in 
tke Haymarket, he told me. Sir, he ufed to Ung 
fir the pope ; he was a conqical fellow, they call'd 
hhn the firft Buffalo. 

AIR* 
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AIR. COLIM. 

< 

{^Mpck Italian JlyleJ) 

Maftieri wasi Opera finger. 

Lived in Alley call'd Cramboni» 
In his ring he wore a finger* 
Much he lov'd too manch Bologni I 
Sop'd it in vinegarinl* 
And fhake over pepperini. 
Caro then his mouth he'd opea. 
With no " pia Andrac," 
In the coffee-hoafe Spring-garden* 
Signior would no fpendi farden. 
At the Orange take his coffee^ 
Pianoiflimo drinks ofFhe. 
At the bar whips up a jelli> 
Keado then newfpaperelli, 
Nice rallad> if he ihou'd eye any* 
With penny he will buy any* 
If it have dandelioni, 
Saladiniy beetrootini, 
Endiviniy celerini. 
Napkinmniy fwingidiniy 
Cutto with the knife and fork# 
Jaw to worko, dcaw fe corko. 
Flafky, gla(ki> 
Primo, Brin)o. 
firinky» whinki, 
Soko> joko. 
As he pais Hay-Marketti 
Horfe in carto there he mctti. 
Hair-bag fall was ftuffed with hay* 
JHlongry Horfo drag away. 
Look like ninni. 
Ladies grinni, 
I aoprochi. 
Call a coachi. 
To del watermanc throw. 
Penny A fortiflimo; 
He ilQps in, ftep up I puto. 
On his fingers door I ihuto* 

Squall 
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Sqnall whip fmacko. 

Pavement cfacko, 

Pall-Mall-dini, 

Cockrpurini> 

Up Strandini, 

From Sanguini> 

Buy pomatum. 

For my patum^ 

Taviftocko, 

For irv^ blocko> 

OfVickcri, . 

Buy falfe -iairi, 

Haundhamoii, 

SnufF my nofei. 

Me a caro> 

,TeJnple Baro« 

Fetter Lani, 
^ Saufageaniy 

Buy of Ix)ngmaB, * 

Pretty fongman ; 
Sigxiior fill his pockets full. 

Sail tp Italy backino, 
Dere he laugh at Johnny BoIU 

In his fuperfine Caifino. 

Cyp. Wellj my lad. Til try you — fiq> to the 
Caitle Inn, and defire them to lend mc a j^ oft chaife 
about eleven ; tell the matter Fd join for part, if 
he knows at^ in6rm old lady or gentleman going 
to Lotidon, becaufc on a journey I'm very tender 
of the fick. 

Colin. So am I, Sir, *twou*d do vour heart good 
to get ill, oply to fee how careful I'd nurfc you 
— law, I had it of feythcr and mother ; an -old 
friend, (that they didn't care two-pence about, 
only hoped he'd leave them fomething when he 
died) was woundedly ill in our ilreet; mother 
ufed to make him chicken broths — and wi little 
puddings -, yet, would. you think it, after all, he 
flip'd up to heaven without leaving them a mar- 
vadec ! . * ' 

Cyf. 
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, * ■ _ • 

Cyp. That was a bilk 1 to heaven ! no, he iKp^d 
down to t'other place, for his ingratuude 1 

Colin. Then, Sir, when you are fick, TU take 
fuch care of you, that the fooner you go up to 
heaven, and leave me fomething — the better for 
us both ; 'twill be fo unexpefted you know* 

Cyp. But, boy, you muft find oift that gentle- 
fnan that affronted nie yefterday on the Steine, aod 
bear him my mortal challenge* 

Colin. Don'c trouble yourfelf. Sir ; here comes - 
the ^try gentleman, fo you may deliver it your- 
felf. 

Cyp. Oh lord ! Tm going to town ; help mc 
with my luggage, firrah* 

[P$Uls trunks abcut^ and throws clothes ^ver bhxL 

Enter Parrots. 

^ Far% Well, as the Captain has fent mc now to 
the right executor, he has made amends for all his 
capers; Oh ! flop boy, wasn't it you that faw me 
trim the old gentleman yefterday ? you muft ftay, 
and be my voucher that 1 did it ; there's half-a« 
crown for your gentility — oh, the gentleman, I 
prefume; good morning to you, Sir ; according to 
the will, I beat the old man yefterday, and if you 
don't believe it here's a witnefsi 

Oj>. Eh! (turns, Parrots/urpri/eJ and confujid.) 

Colin. Oh!. Sir, he'll believe it without my 
oath— He, he, he! 

Par. Boy, return me that half-crown. 

[^Exit Colin^ 

Cyp. If youVe come to renew your barbarifm, 
I/U bawl murder out of the window^ you villain. 

Par. 
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pan Vm had again!— I might cxpeS (iist 
when the captain got upon his rtd nigitt caps-— I 
find now he has tx*cnight nne to the fame hotife^ 
CNilf it looks into anocher ftreeu 

Cyp. Begone I 

Par. Sit, are you Mr* Cyprefs, or Capt^n 
Tomkinsy or the executor, or the dead mas, or 
the legatee, adminiftrator, or teftator? I hwt 
carn'd the legacy, and will have it» 

Cyp. What legacy ? 

Pan The hundred pound f 

Cyp. Are you dreaming ? Who told you of thil 
faindred pound? 

Par. Why, faith, a queer kt&d of gcmnf 
tBough fet me on,«i^but do you know mic Cap-^ 
tain Clifford ? 

Cyp. Captain Clifford! I (ee it, a concerted 
plan between him and Mifs Melcombe. {qfide) 
You've been mod grofsly unpofed on. 

Par. Why, I fufped there has been fomefaum 
put upon me; but no barm done ; I wifii you good 
mornings 

Cyp. Sir, there has been a deal of barm> and 
I'll have juftice — Who are you ? 

Par. Sir, I'm a gentleman without an efiate, 
tho^ Tm an elder brother, as my father had no 
fon but myfdf, fo I'm oblig'd to live upon feconcj* 
hand voices i fince there's no legacy, I muft ex- 
hibit my imitations in the big- room • (^afide) Sir 
my bill, I hope you'll honour it^ (jj^cs Mlf) 

Cyp. What are you Mr. Parrots, the Mimic ? 
The very man I wilh*d to fee. 

Par. I thought foj Sir, therefore introduced 
myfelf to you. 

Qr^. What, with your oak faplingj however. 

Hot. 
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X forgive all ; Vl\ ftart ybu a charad^cr to mimic^ 
the nioft whimfical lady ! 

Par. But is flic well known ? — a great bird ? 

Cyp. Who ? Mi6 Mclcombe I the feather of 
the fafiiion— She once lov'd me. 

Par. And fhe doesn't now? Well, fecond 
thoughts are bcfl. My dear Sir, introduce me to 
her. 

Cyp. She won't let me introduce myfelf. 

Par. But I muft hear her a£i:ions, and fee her 
talk, or how can I mimic her ? 

Land, (without) Yes,, fir, very airy, 

Cyp. This curfed old woman, dancing the peo- 
ple in upon me to fee the lodgings. 

Enter Landlady a?id Harry, 

Land. Ay, Sir, you'll not find more pleafant 
lodgings in the town. 

Harry. Oh, fomebody here- — d.em it. Madam, 
band-boxes ! not room to whip a cax-— {opens the 
"windowsy flings the chairs about, throws himfelf on 
thejofa) doa*t let me diflurb any body. — Eh ! this 
18 the old blade that fent the card tp my lady this 
morning. 

Cyp. Peggy's other fervant ! (afide.) 

Par* A very faucy conceited gentleman this. 

Hart^. No objeft in the profpeft. {Looking out 
of the window J Parrofsfnatches Harry's hat, and 
flings \t out of window. ) 

P^. Now, Sir, youVe a capital objeft, how 
d'ye like it ? 

Harty. Dem'me, Sir! — ^Well, Ma'am, if I 
don't fee any thing more to my fancy, I fhall call 
again. \Eiat with Landlady. 

yoh.iiu TT Cyp. 
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Cyp. His miftrefs fetid him to look for lodgings 
in this houfe ! then (his can't know I live here. 
{afide) That was Mifs Mclcombe's fervant, run 
attcr him, he'll put you in the way of feeing bis 
lady^ v^ho, if you can by your mimicry^ make 
a ridiculous laughing dock — 

Par. But you muft bring me a great deal of 
conripany — fill my rooms with ^n overflow. 

Cyp. Yes, yes, and forgive you all. 

Par. Thank'ye, Sir, but it I offend a nian, 
till I make him reparation I can't forgive niyfelf, 
therefore I mufl afk your pardon in prefence of all 
the people that faw me wrong you. 

Cyp. What repeated ! I dcfire it may end here. 

Par. ril make ample atonement, for 1*11 fay. 
Sir, Pm forry I fligmatiz'd you by beadng your 
fine old back about, with my dirty little bit of a • 
ftick. 

Cyp. This will be more difgrace than the thing 
itfelf: 

Par. The Steine is now full i come^ Sir. 

Cyp. Sir ! V\\ not go ! 

Par. Do you think IVc nothing to do but to 
threfh you, and then you to deny me an occafion 
to rub off as I go ? Come— 

Cyp. I do forgive you. 

Par. What here in a clofet? Your non ac- 
ceptance of my concefTion is a demand of fatis- 
fa6libn> that's my inference. 

Cyp. Confound your inference and impudence. 

Par. Only walk with me up the Steine> before 
the pavilion, on the paradc-^and in the bearing 
of them all — 

Cyp. Get out of my houfe. 

jP^r. Have a care, or before I clear off one 

flogging, 
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floggings you'll make me give you another; 
wliy, I believe I muft keep a tally to fcore down 
all the apologies I have to make you. 

Cyp. Well, Sir, I attend you. 

Par. No, Sir, Til wait on you. 

Cy/i Cuifeyourpolitcnefs. {Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 



ne Par add the Pavilion in view» 

Company convirfingj walking, &c. Carriages , horfes^ 
croudi tentSy JentineUt Qc. Military band \ jjrft, 
windinftrumentSy play a plaintive Scotch air\ then 
drums and fifes — quick Irijb tune. 

Enter Julia, {in regimentals). 

Julia. I think I've paft, hitherto, quite officer- 
like:— now for a loving attack upon my' aunt 
Margaret. Froni the time ihe came out, (he Ihould 
be here by this, 

AIR"-'— Julia. 

« 

My blufhes I mull with my fex pow forget* 

Tho* coy I'm no longer a maid ; 
Jn brigKt burnifh'd Gorget a brazen face fet, 

A ball room fhall be my parade : 
In nice chicken gloves as 1 gallantly ftand* 

While fiddle^ for afiion prepare 5 
For dear pas-de-deux, give the word of command. 

And gracefully foot to the fair. 

T T 2 At 
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At mefs when M caure in a hiunper is drowi^'d]^ 
Let the toaft gWt a zeil to each glafs ; 

When Bacchus the temples of Cupid has crown'd*. 
I reel oCto my favourite lafl: 

** Moft lovely," fays I, ** O thou witty and fair,. 
** Permit me to play with yoiur fan ;" 

I'll flrut and I'll finile> dem it quite militaii^e^ 

- *Pon my foul I'm A vtty fint man ! 

Enter Parrots. 

Par. When I thought he was coming out of 
the ftreet door with me, to run back and lock 
himfelfup in his garret! Captain Clifford told 
me he was as ftrong as a camel I — Oh, hcrc*& 
Mils Melcombe's faucy footman. 

Mnfer Harry, i^cMing to Julia..) 

Harry. Madam ! — Well, Ma*am, IVe fecn va- 
riety of lodgings. 

Jutia. Hulh 1 how indifcreet, go. (apart) 

\Exit Harry. 

Par. Madam ! Vm Aire he did lay madam. 
Oh, oh ! then this muft be the lady Cyprcfs de- 
fired me t6 mimic. Such a beautiful creature 
love him ! may be fo, as the F*s fat, fair, and 
forty were all the toaft of the young men — Who 
Icnows but the S's (hriveled, fallow, and fixty may 
become the rage of the young women, {^afide) 

{Muftc) 

Par. This Irifti muGc is very fine. — Pray, Sir^ 
how do you like Planxty Connor ? 

Julia. 1 don't know any fuch perfon. 

Par. Perfon ! whys Sir, it*s— — 'Pon my foul 
flie is a pretty little fellow !— Drcft herfelf up for 
fome frolick I fuppofc.— When a lady is inclin'd 
for fun, a gentlemati fhotird taikc half the bufinefs 
on himfelf. (^aftde) 

Julia. 
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Julia. By his looks he feems to think I ought 
to be in petticoats, but 1 muft face it out. (ajme} 
Sir, you fpokc to me — Any bufine^s ? 

Par. Why, Sir, I have no objedHon, Sin 

Julia. Over a bottle ? 

Par. Ay, Sir, any way, Sir! that's a pretty 
cap upon your head ; isn't it heavy ? doesn't it 
hurt your forehead ? 

Julia. This, (takes offhgr helmet) Oh, no \ Fai 
ufed to wearing a cap. 

Par. Hem ! 1 believe you are indeed, {afide) 
that's a fine big fword : who tied you to it? 

Julia. What, Sir ! {^fiercely) Sir, my fword 
is tied to me. 

Par. Is it. Sir ? — ^Oh, ftie is a lovely little foul; 
but can flie think of Cyprefs ! however, as he'll 
pay me for mimicing her, I'll do, it ; — and now 
to catch her manner, {ajide) 

Julia. My captain ! I dar^ fay to meet my 
aunt, for yonder (he trips : 

Enter Captaw Clifford, 

Clif. Julia take lodgings in the very houfe 
with Cyprefs ! 

Par. Oh, Captain Clifford, are not you afliam- 
cd of yourfelf ? 

Clif. Mr. Parrots ! what are you at here ? 

Par. My bufinefs ! Sir, Fm come to mimic 
Mils Melcombe. 

Clif. What ! unlf ind as Che is, I can't fuffer 
this, {afide) Harkye, Mr. Parrots, we (hall 
quarrel if you turn your talents of mimicry to 
any freedom with Mifs Melcombe, 

Par. You have turned your talents of bum m 

a great 
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a great deal of freeddm with me. — iVc play'd 
enough ; I muft now work a little. 

Julia. Oh, here is my aunt Margaret, {afide 
futs up glajs.) A dcvililh fine woman, 'pon my 
foul ! 

Par. *' Devilifli fine woman, ^pon my foul ! •* 
(mimics) 

Clif. What little martinet havetvre here ? 

Par. ** What little martinet have we here ?" 
(mimics) 

Serjeant, (wiibcut) To the right about ! 

Par. ** To the right about !' (mimics) Zounds, 
Sir ! you've confounded me fo, I don't know 
whofe voice Tm catching at ; if it's the lady's^ 
or the ferjeant's, or yourfelf, or myfelf. 

£nfer Mrss Melcombb, in riding habit — ^ Julia bows 
to bery kijfes her band^ ftghs pajjionately, and e^it. 

Clif. Parrots, who is that puppy ? (looking af^ 
ter Julia) 

P(ir. Oh, he's a very great admirer of one 
Mifs Melcombe. (lonically) 

Clif. Indeed ! [Exit, hafiily. 

Mifs M. A very impudent young man that ! 

Par. Oh, you are greatly affronted, (aftde) 

Mifs M. I think 1 look better lifteuing to the 
mufic on horfeback, beating time with my little 
whip. Eh, isn't that my lord ? Title is char- 
ming ! the privilege of drefSng as one pleafes, 
it's foon follow'd becaufe worn by ^e Duchefs ! 
talk loud in the libraries ! politics, a bold man* 
ly voice, dagger nbout, have a finical dangling 
church beau fnuffling and ftammering, <^ Yes, 
madam, jufi the opinion of Montefquieu, your 

grace." 
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grace.'* Then I look round to fee the fmall gen- 
try's cmbarraffment. — As I canter by their par- 
lour windows, make a full ftop, up with my 
glafs, then hey , gallop off, turn full front like a 
gallant officer ! 

Pan Faith I think (he throws a bit of an ogle 
upon me — I'll give her a little touch of one of 
my die-aways^ — heigho ! (^fighs^ kijfes his band^ 
kerchief and gazes at her) 

Mj/s M. That genrieman feems to admire^ 
what timid baftifulnefs — only deals a glance. 

Par. One may giiefs what's the matter with 
this dowager, how (he's bridling, and purring 
about, like an old tabby cat. 

Mifs M. He feems deeply fmitten. 

Par. She'll ftretch her neck off her head ! 
heavens 1 -how (he rolls her twinklers, now (he 
ihuts them, there^s a fmile looping the corners of 
her mouth to the guffets of her eyes. Faith I be- 
lieve it's for me we are making, fwans and pea- 
cocks of ourfelves; this may be a (hortercut to 
the ca(h than my imitations. Til fay fometbing 
comical and witty to her — {afide) Prsly ma'am, 
what's o'clock ? 

Mifs M. Sir, I'm paft two. 

Par. Yes madam, you are paft two— and fifty. 
{^ajide) Lord madam, how fond you young ladies 
are of walking up and down here. 

Mifs M. I wi(h I had'qt been fo hafty in dif- 
charging that fimple fool Colin, I already feel 
the inconvenience of being without a fervant* 

Par. Speak your commands, madam ; I anil 
your moft devoted fervant, (hall I order your 
carriage ? is that it ? with (houlder knots on the 
horfes heads ? 

^ Mifs M. No, Sir ,but it's a hand(ome equipage. 

Par. 
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Par. That*s the reafon madam I thought it 
was yours, for when one is handfome themfelveil 
k gives a beauty to every thing that belongs to 
them* Vm ambitious. Madam, to be your's^ 
for at prefcnt Vm but an ordinary fellow. 

Mifs M. Be mine. Sir 1 what do you mean ? 

Par. Faith, 1 believe I was too quick to the 
point there, {^afidi) Madam, I meant-^no mean-«> 
ing at all. {^bows) 

Mifs M. A very polite man indeed* i^fide) 
Oh, Sir, when a tender idea comes in the fliape 
of a compliment, 'tis an over-delicate modefty to 
be alham'd of revealing \u 

Par. Yes, Madam, modefty is the fault of all 
0iy countrymen. Mine had like to have been the 
death pf me; laft week, a great muGcian, no 
j&ith he was a phyflcian, ordered me-*^ying, 
«* Mr. Parrots, you fhou*d go into the bot^'^bath.*' 
So I went Ma'am, and I faw two doors clofe to« 
gether, by my foul I was fo modefl:, that I didn't 
care to aflc the man which was which, fo opening 
€>ne, inftead of the hot, I plung'd over head and 
ears into the cold bath* Ob, the (hock was fuch a 
devil of a fnrprife ! 

Mifs M. Ha, ha, ha ! I proteft, 5ir, juft fuch 
2in error was made ■ 

Par. With who ^ay, Ma*am ? 

Mi/s M* My lajl-dog, little Bluff— 4)Ut I Cent 
the dear creature to the cold, and the man flung 
him into the^ ho: bath* 

Par. The fame miftake as mine, only ^twas 
quite the reverfe, what was the matter with the 
pretty little foul ? 

Mtfs M. What foul, Sir ? 

Par. Your lap-dog. Madam. 

Mifs M. Oh the dear little animal, quite in 

the 
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kWgaitedu cceur, was frifking' about to amufc 
iaie, jumping up* to catch dies^ when he un« 
forranately fwallowed one. 

Par. Swallow a live fly. Ma'am! You (hou'd 
have made him fwallow a fpider to deftroy it. 

M/s M. And pray. Sir, what fhou'd I have 
lent after the fplcler ? 

Par. There, Madam, ends my fkill as a glaft 
blower; however, I'll illuftrate it by example: 
fuppofe a poor debtor was flying from his country 
in a fhip — my cafe, {afide) the fhip is caft away, 
and the debtor's fwallowed by a whale — not my 
x:2St '^afide) then Pd fend an attorney after him. 

Mifs M. Very pleafant — but then what wou'd 
yoto fend after him? 

Par. Belzebub himfelf ! oh I warrant the devil 
would bring up the attorney, as fure as a pair of 
nut-crackers I Madam, will you ftep over to Mr. 
Jones's (hop^ to hear him play on his Welch 
h^rp? 

Enter ColiK. 

Colin. No pleafing that beggarly four crab, I 
'wifti my lady wou'd forgive me j oh here fhe is, 
and that Irifh buck fmirking at her : now or ne- 
ver's my time to catch her in a good humour, 
(^qfide) do, my lady, pray take me again into 
your fervicci kind Sir I put in a good word for 
me. 

Par^ I will i Madam, if the poor devil has had 
the misfortune to offend you. Til anfwer he'll 
never repeat it, and the next time he does, cafliier 
him, without bail or main-prize. 

Colin. If Mr. Cyprefs gets me to ncgleft you 

VOL. HI. u u again. 
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again, this gentkman, my friend, Here, fhall iajr 
two ponies on his back> like a pair of druoi- 
flicks. 

Mijs M. Well, mind your bufinefs in future, 

Colin. Yes, Ma'am, {joyfully) porter brought 
back letter laft night from Mr. Cyprefs, *tis on 
your toilet^ Ma'am. 

Mijfs M. Don't talk to me of Mr Cyprcfs. — I 
can't bt ar thofe ftaring officers ! — Colin, prepare 
the horfes, FU ride towards the camp. 

Par. One way to avoid the officers, {afide) 

Enter KiTT-K ATT, (looking round.) 

Kitt. I've loft the lady's fervant, and now how 
Ihall I know her- Eh, isn't this he ? Then that 
mull be his miftrefs — this the Captain*s flame !— 
She has money I fuppofe — well, as he defired, I 
muft take her likenels. (Tak^s out pencil and paper.) 

Mif^ M. No ! it's like to rain — I'll take an air- 
ing in the fociable. 

Par. Ma'am, t'other day, I and a friend went 
out in my fociable, and we conversed very jocofe, at 
laft we quarrelled about the fpelling of a finger poft, 
and my friend ft ruck ofF my hat in my fociable, 
and I wich one bother knock'd my friend out of 
his fociable. But now, as Mr. Cyprefs bid me, 
I muft watch and catch her manner, (qfide) Oh, 
charnniiig lady ! my manner of taking you off 
muft give univcrfai pleafure. 

Mf/s M. Take me off! But Sir, confider, don't 
let the ardour of your paffion 

Par. The ardour of my paffion ! 

Mifs M. To attempt to run away with me wou'd 
be fo exceedingly romantic — . 

Par. 
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Par. Vm to run away with her too ! oh, very 
well— tho* we had two meanings, we're both of 
one mind.— Then my lovely foul 

Enter Julia. 

Julia. Permit me the honour, mem— mem, 
your hand. 

Mifs M. The pretty little officer ! oh fye. Sir, 
d'ye think Td admit fuch liberties. Sir ? I don't 
know what you mean, Sir! I'd have you to 
know. Sir ! Pm not the perfon. Sir! 

Julia. Oh, mem— dear mem — *p^" ^7 ^^^'* 
mem — that is — Sir,^ your moft obedient (/ri- 
umphantly to Parrots.) 

[Exit gallanting Mifs Melcombe. 

Par. Well this is fine, after all my modelly 
and politenefs, (he has walked off with the impu- 
dent little officer — hollo. Dowager, you're mif- 
taken in your man, I've heard of fuch marriages; 
€^, muftn't let the fine old lady be deceived ; eh, 
isn*t that my friend the Rev. Dick Bellange ? oh, 
oh ! I'll talk to him. [Exit. 

Kiti. . {Still drawings looks Juddenly up^ mijfes 
Mijs Melcombe.) Gone! that Irifli fool! Two 
inore looks and ( had her— Another peep. 

[Exit^ 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV ; and lajt. 
A Ream in Miss Melcombe's. 

Jl^nter Capt. Clifford. 

Clif. Eh! where have I got to — lyiffs MpK 
combe's dreffing room ! — I'm impatient,, yet dread 
to fee h^r, — -I don't like quarrels — life, where we 
eftcem, (hould be a fummer's day of (Wect com-* 
placency. Eh ! J^lia^'^ toilet feems odly furniffan 
cd ! phials, and ftuffs of lotion ! Paregoric Elixir ! 
lozenges, eh, books, prophecies! Buchan{ nc^ 
vels, *^ female ftability !"-^Oh, from this <be has 
ftadied her new attachment for Cyprtfs — the de- 
vil ! (he doesn't paint f A wig! why Hie ieems 
changed in foul, mind, and pcrfon!-r^et her faxx 
to-day, retain'd aW it*s native lovelioefs ! Oh, the 
yoiing coxcomb. {lovkin^ out) What oid lady's this 
with fahn. 

\jR0t»tSA 

J^nier JvtiA, md Miss IMelcomi^e. 

Julia. Yes, Mem, th'e harp is deleftable, but 
you liave a fine voice, Mem. 

Mifs M. Oh, Sir, ypu have a fine tafte. 

Julia, Aye, Ma'am, and Tve now and then 
the voice of a humming bird-r-finging convivial 
fongs at our mefs— rhas rather impaired it — then wc 
officers are obliged ro give the word of command 
full and bold, [gives the word of command) 

Mifs M. bh. Sir, you military gentlemen arc 
fo terribly charming ! 



V 
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Enter Parrots. / 

Tar. No, Madam^ it is I that am terrible^ 
becaufe you are charming, — I tell you what. Sir, 
I thought you w^re barmleCs, but now I'm afraid 
of you, fo quit this lady, except you can parry a 
bullet. 

Julia. Oh, Sir, you ft all fee that— ^ 

[Exit bajlijy. 

Mifs M. Heavens ! I'lp all terror ! Sir, de- 
clar-c, what brought yoq on ihc Steine this moriO^ 
ing? 

Par. To take off the lovely Mifs Mekombe. 

Mi/s M. I ndeed ! but not without my confent ? 

Par. I didn't know that was neceflary whea 
Mr. Cyprefs bid me— ^ 

Mifs M. He ! then he wants to recede— oh, an 
anfwer to my letter laft night'— (takes it from the^ 
/e?;/?/)— -heaven's! *tis my own fent back unopened. 
Yet it will break his heart if I give my band to 
another — (^a^de) — he, he, he ! then, Sir, you are 
determined to take me off ? 

Pan You, Madam 1 why, this fine Mac^cau gives 
jnc leave to mimick her {afide) Then, Madam, 
|iave I your permiflion ? 

Hifs M. Oh Sir — {fmperin^) 

Par. This fhews your good fenfe— I'U <catcTi 
her voice and manner now^ j^s Mr. Cypreft defircd 
foe, and if I fail as a lover Til make the moft of 
jber in the M^ay of my profcffioji. {afide) 

Mifs M. But Sir, I prefunMyou'reaperfpnof 
^fpify ? 

Par. '^ Perfon of family.'* {mimics') 

MtfsM. 



J42 THE IRISH MIMIC; 

Mifs M. Dont think I jeft, for Sir I muft know 
your conne6tions. 

Par. ** Know your connedions/' {mimics) 

Enter Cypre%$. 

typ. Ha, ha, ha ! that's right Mr. Parrots ! 
Cruel Peggy ! you've now a mimic, you had a 
true adorer. 

Mi/s M. A mimic ! is it fo you take me oflf? 

Cyp. Ah you and your Captain CliflFord could 
lay a plot to expofe me, I now deliver you over to 
public ridicule, Mr. Parrots exercife your talent. 

Par. •* Exercife your talent." 

Cyp. But not upon me. 

Par. V Not upon me " 

Mifs M. Right Sir he's an excellent fubje(a. 

Par. " Excellent fubjeft." 

Mifs M. I (hall go mad ! — leave my houfe ! 

Par. *• Leave my houfe !'* 

Cyp. Bv2yo\ admirable! . 

Par. ** Bravo ! admirable !" pon my foul 

for fubjeft you two are a pair of nonpareils. 

Mi/s M. I fhall faint, infulted ! {weeps) 

Cyp. Nay Peggy — Seraphina your tears will 
drown the very foul of your dear little Cyprefs. 

Par. Mifs, fit down and compofe yourfelf.— - 
{Draws the fopba forward^ and dif covers Kitt^Kati 
behind it. ) 

Par. Why here's another taker off. 

Kitt. Very right Sir, I came for that purpofe. 

Mifs M. Oh heavens ! what datiger attends 
our helplefs fex when poffefs'd of tolerable at^ 
tractions — Sir diiclofe your purpofe for hiding 
here. 

Kitt. 
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Kitt. Why ma'am I was told it muft be done 
v^ithout your knowledge, fo was refolved to 
catch you where I cou'd. 

Pan Oh this is a taker off quite in our Iri(h 
faihion. 

Mi/s M. Then Tve ftill the power to vex Mr. 
Cyprcfs. {afide) Sir I permit you — the liberty of— 

Kitt. Madam you're very good, — I have your 
chin and eye, and now for a touch at your lips. 

Mifs M. But Sir, confider, don't let the fer- 
vency of your love. 

Kttt. The fervency of my love ! 

Cyp. {looking over Kit t Katt's Jhoulder.) Why 
Seraphina he's come for your bead ! a taker off 
in the French fafhion. 

MiJsM. Only to draw me! then you're a 
very impudent fellow. Here Colin, open the 
flreet door, for thefc gentlemen. 

Re-enter Captain Clifford. 

Clif Eh— What's the matter here ? 

A///. Oh Daptairf I've fuch a likdnefs*— (/6^w/ 
the paper) 

Llif. Lkenefs ! what do you mean Sir ? make 
a caricature of the divine Mifs Melcorpbc ? 

Par. Divine! Oh a taker off in the flummery 
wa/.^ 

Enter Julia with Pijiols. 

Julia. Now Sir the furvivor take the lady, 
{Jo Parrots) 

* Par. Then I will take you my brave little lady ! 
Julia. Heavens ! diicovered ! 
Par. Come to me yourfelf big fword and pif- 
toL {embraces her) 

MifsM. 
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Mifs M. Ob this great man will kill my pfetty 
little ofEicer-^wbat mifchief in our fafcinacifig 
fcx— here are five gentlemen will fight and per* 
haps all be fliot for me. 

Julia. So, Captain Clifibrdi youVc fet your 
heart on this lady ? 

CUf. Me, Sir t I know nothing abofit that 
lady. 

Jttlia. Really ! and was it not to addrefs hef 
that you quitted me* 

Clif. You ! 

Mifs M. Why, certainly it is- 

Clif. My Julia ! 

Julia. Ha, ha, ha! then fince I have inadver« 
tcntly difcovered myfelf— -my dear aunt, ho\lf 
glad I am to fee you. 

Mifs M, My niece in this fcandalous meta^ 
morphofes ! go, you are a (hame to your fex* 

Par^ Faith, fuch a pretty fellow wou'd do 
honour to a hundred of our fexes — How do you 
do major ? {Jq Julia) 

Qif. Ha» ha, ha ! come Julia, you muft for-^ 
give me ? I fee now our odd miftakes proceeded 
from-'^-^ha, ha, hal I never once thought of 
your aunt t 

Cyp. Nor did I know the aunt had a niece* 

Enter Colin* 

CoUh% Mr* Parrots^ the parfon bes waiting up 
flairs to do the job you befpoke hioifor^ 

Mifs M. What Sir 1 have you brought a par-i* 
fon into my houfe too P 

Par. Madam, he foretold he fhou'd marry me 
to you ; and the devil take him that makes a 
£Uie prophet of a reverend divine I 

Qfp. 
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Vyp. Fire and fury ! a fine blunder youVe made 
Nvith your ftupid mimicries — Peggy, Aire you 
won't throw yourfelf away .upon that^Irifli adven- 
turer. 

Par. Be quiet, or I'll aflc your pardon be- 
fore the whole blefled bevy here Don't wait 
for legacies of dead men's fhoes, but buy new 
pumps to dance at the four weddings of us two. 
( Takes Clifford's hand ) 

Julia. Ah, Charles, amidft the duplicity of a 
deceitful world, a generous confidence ftiould be 
the lover's fecurity. 

Clif. Come, come, my lovely Julia — forget 
and forgive — now I'll give an entertainment at 
Tilts, and who knows but Cupid and Bacchus 
may light the torch of Hymen ! 

Par. Yes, when my dowager gets a fup in her 
eye, fhe'll be able to fee all my perfedions double 
— -apd while the bottle goes round, my only imi- 
tations (hall be to take ofiT my glafs ! and our 
glaiTes (hall jingle to this chorus, that Brighton 
may be the Country Seat of the Goddcfs of Health, 
whilft animated by a fummer vifit from the Au- 
guft Perfonage, who fweeten^s the magnificence of 
the Prince with the afiability of the Gendeman. 

FINALE. 

Julia. 

Love is ever breaking 
Laws of his own making, 
Tho' his mandates tell us, 
Wc fhould ne'er be jealous. 
Yet what's moft endearing. 
Still to lofe we're fearing. 

VOL. III. X X Parrots^ 
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PARROTSi 

« 

Merry I, To you fing, 
• Fan our fun producing. 
Hearts of care we lighten^ 
Joyous jokes at Brighton I 

Chorus. 

Merry I, fo you fing. Set. 

COLIK. 

Here I've eat fine wheat ears* 
Sop'd in fea my neat ears ; 
GoUop'd South-down MnttOI^^ 
Tipfe;y Steine I (brut on ! 

Chorus, 

Merry I, fo you fing, &c; 

Julia. 

Light is my dragooning* 
Sauntring, triping, tuning ! 
• Captain fierce array'd is. 
But to kill the ladies. 

Chorus. 

Merry I, fo you fing, &c. 

Cypress. 

I myfelf could kill ! fp. 
Vex'd, I'll make my will tho 
And to one old Save-all. 
That's myfelf, I'll leave all. 



Chorvs* 
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Chorus. 

Merry I, fo you iing> &c. 

M1S8 Melcombe. 

Farewell Paregoric! 

Gentle tales of Yorick 

Lull me foft to flumber ! 

Sweet delights weTl number, {to Parrots.) 

Chorus. 

Merry I, fo yon fing, &c. 

Parrots. 

Sweet our moon of honey. 

Sweet I'll touch your money : 

Then fo briHc and airy> ' 

Hey for Tipperary I 

Chorus. 

Merry I, fo you fing, ^c. 
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Sir Ulick Liffydak, ,^....... Mr. Booth. , 

Andrew, or Le Due de Puffen- 

dorfF, • Mr Quick. 

O'Toole, or Lord Limavaddy, .. Mr. M'Rbady. 
Pickle, or Count Frankenmarc, .. Mr. Cubi tt. 

Carty, Mr. Rtdbr. 

Hazard, or Sap, .^. Mr., Bernard. 

Picard, :.. Mr. Bonvillb. 

Sandy^ Mr. Brown. 

Palm, Mr. Jaicson. 

Cog, Mr. Rock. 

Peep, Mr. Hblme. 

Corporal Toddy, Mr. Edwin. 

CommiEaire, • Mr. Davibs. 

Narciila, or Lady Caroline, ....... Mifs Tweedals. 

Blanch, Mrs. Platt. 

Archers, Clerk, Officers, Waiters, Soldiers, &c kc. 
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AC T I. 

SCENE L 

Eitier Carty^ in a FcQtmarCs morning Jackei^ 

Carty* 

X AM a rogue, but Andrew^ our fliam duke « 
a greater. Well, if our fociety fliou'd be broke. 
up, any taken, ev*n 'peach, as they know me on- 
ly for Irifti Tim Carty, littk Peter you arc fafc 
Toddy, {without) How to find out the Duke m 
this great city of Paris. 

Enter Corporal Toddy, {fomewbat iMt^xkated)^ 

Holloa 1 which is — whereas the Duke of Puffea^ 
dorff ? 

Carty. (in the Irijh brogue) At homej if 0oli 
may be he's abroad. 

Todtfy. 
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Sir Ulick Li^ydalfi* «.«^..^.. Mr. Booth. 

Andrew^ or Le Due de Paffen- 

dorfF, Mr. Quick. 

0*Toolc, or Lord Limavaddy, .. Mr. M'Rbadt. 
Pickle, or Count Frankenmarc, .. Mr. Cubitt. 

Carty, Mr. Rtder. 

Hazard, or Sap, ^. Mr. Bernard. 

Picard, :.. Mr. Bonvillb. 

Sandy^ Mr. BaowW. 

Palm, Mr. Jaitson. 

Cog, Mr. Rock. 

Peep, Mr. Helmb. 

Corporal Toddy, Mr. Edwin. 

Commifiaire, Mr. Davies. 

Narciila, or Lady Caroline, ....... Mifs Tweed alb. 

Blanch, Mrs. Platt. 

Archers, Clerk, Officers, Waiters, Soldiers, &c &c. 



Scene, Para. 
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AC T I. 

SCENE L 

A Street • 

Eitier Carty^ in a FcotmarCs mormng Jadui^ 

Carty* 

I AM a rogue, but Andrew^ our fliam duke « 
a greater. Well, if our fociety fliou'd be broke. 
up» ^^y taken, ev*n 'peach, as they know me on^ 
ly for Irifti Tim Carty, littk Peter you arc fafc* 
Toddy, {without) How to find out the Duke iii 
this great city of Paris. 

Enter Corporal Toddy, {fomewbat int^meateet)^ 

Holloa ! which is — whereas the Duke of Puffea^ 
dorff? 

Carty. {in the Irijh brogue) At homej if tM^ 
may be he's abroad. 

Toddf. 
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Toddy. And whereas his home when he's not 
abroad ? 

Carty.^ I belong to his grace, and if you only 
fiop 'till I get a little cream for his Highnefs's 
coffee, I'll 

Toddy. Cream ! YouVe not his Highnefs*s dai-^ 
ry-maid.— A Paris footman ts fuch a flop-daudle. 
A fcrubbing brufh buckled to the (bles of your 
pumps, ha, ha, ha ! to dry*rub the floor to the 
tune of Malbrook. [mimicking) 

Carty. You're out. Honey, Fm Irifh. 

Toddy. And Tm Corporal Toddy in the Im- 
perial icrvice.— Qh, your mailer the Duke cou'd 
&> befriend me J 

Carty. As how, pray ? 

Toddy. You muft know, a detachment of our 
regiment lying at Gemblours-^my Colonel know- 
ing me to be fober, and careful — fent me on a re- 
cruiting party to Bruffels, and gave me money 
to buy accoutrements, ihirts and (hoes. Well, 
Sir, 1 pick*d up ^my men, fpeechified, aleified, 
and wheedled *cm, in our way, you know. 

Carty. Faith I believe youVe a crimp. 

Toddy. 1 furnilh*d — bought all their clothes, 
went on fo capitally *cill I came to the fhoes, and 
then — Oh, then I made the devil of a Faux- 
pas, for in lifting up my leg to (lep into a (hoe- 
maker's (hop, I tumbled into a wine-cellar. 

Carty. Ha, ha, ha! that was a blunder 1 

Toddy. A curs'd miftake, for inftcad of lea- 
ther, I bought claret. 

Carty. Ha, ha, ha ! for which your back will 
be unleatherM— but what did you do with the 
claret? 

Toddy. I— drank it— fo the money once broke 
into — thought I might as well be hang'd for a fheep 

as 
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)k^ a lamb — t (pent it all — met a friend here — and 
a friend there — then one-*— a fup— and -^ano- 
ther a fup- 

Cariy. 'Till you fup'd it all up ? 

Toddy. Oh, how I fiourilh'd ! then figured up 
to Paris^ atid here I am now without a chink« 

Carty. Why, man, you're a peculating defaul- 
ter. If you go back you'll be (hot. 

Toddy. Then 1^1 be ihot if I go back. 

Carty. Embezzle the publick money ! 

Toddy. 'Twas a job, and we great financiers 
always make the moft of a job ; but your mafter 
the Dtikey gets me off with a wet finger. 

Carty. Why, What does the Duke know of 
yiou> 

Tod(fy. Never faw his Grace, but my Colonel 
and he are as gVeat as cup and can.<^-^Did you 
ever hear of my brother, he was a fine rogue- 
poor Andrew! went off at the fall of the leaf I fear. 
(q/ide) Bring me to the Duke, you'll &c I know 
how to tsdk to a courtier. 

Carty. I fee you don't know how to talk to a 
courtier, or any body belonging to one. (^touches 
its palm) 

^oddy. Gome. 

Carty. Vwt forgot the way. 

J^oddy. But I hav'n't. (ogives money) 

Carty. Oh, dear Sir ! 

Toddy ^ Oh, Sir ! {complimenting each other) 

[Exetmt. 
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SCENE ir. 

A Magnificent Saloon in Andrew's Houfe. 

Enter Narcissa, followed by Blanch^ {in a 

fajfion.) 

Blanche Pray, Mifs, return mc my letter. 

Nar. But Madam — 

Blanch. Nay, I infill upon it. 

Nar. Well, my dear Govcrnefs, don't be an- 
gry—there — (Gives a letter) 

Blanch. Open ! Then you Vc read it ? 

^ar. I didn't think any harm in reading a 
letter addrefs'd to myfelf. 

Blanch. Yes, but I entrufted you with that 
letter in my illncfs, which, had 1 not funriy'd* 
by it you might have dilcover'd a fecret I durft 
not reveal whilft living. 

Nar. Yes, 1 know now, that Mr. Andrew i^ 
not my father. 

Blanch. Hulh ! 

Nar. Oh, my dear Governefs ! tell me. Some 
faint traces of what I think I was, hang like a 
fweet dream upon my memory j 1 think 1 wasn't 
always with Mr. Andrew ; and tho' I look'd upon 
him as my father, 1 never felt for him that reve- 
rence of affeftion-^.No, Mr. Andrew is a wicked 
man ! Speak — are my real parents but honeft 
people? if they are poor, I (hai>'c be afham'd of 
them — (Weeps) Oh, tell me ! 

Blanch. Amiable child!— From your little 
clothes, (for I have 'em by me) your parents were 
fif no mean condition : all 1 know^ my love^ is, that 

Andrew, 
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Andrew, the mafter of this hou(e, dole you from 
Ireland when about four years old — brought you 
up as his own, giving you every accomplifllment, 
merely to render you a proper inftrunnent for a 
grand fcheme x)f his, which, it fecms, is now- 
ripe for execution. 

Nar. In the power of fuch a wretch ! 

Blanch. True, my dear — Scarce a town in 
France, or indeed, Fngland or Ireland, that has 
not been the fcene of his frauds and villainies, in 
all fhapes and chara6lers. 

And. {Without) Narciffa !— Blanch ! 

Blanch. He's here. 

Enter Andrew {with an open letter) 

j4nd. Ah, ha, my girl ! call up all your graces 
— here's a noole hufb^nd coming for you ■ 
Blanch, let's fee how you'll trick her up/— She's 
to be Lady Caroline, daughter to a Duke. 

Nar. Lady ! 

Blanch. A Duke 1 ha, ha, ha ! Lord Mr. An- 
drew ! how f 

And. None of your Mr. Andrews — F am to^ 
day the Duke of PufFendorfF— but hold, you 
fhall hear Jack Pickle's letter — Ha, ha, ha ! my 
partner in many a fuccefsful fcheme. {reads) 
*' Dear Andrew ! I've hook'd at Lifle a noble 
*' gudgeon, Lord Limavaddy, fon to the Earl 
*' of Glenmire, an Irifh peer \ he has bills on 
^^ Perigord's bank for eight thoufand pounds, 
•* his allowance on hisi travels — I think your 
*' Narciffa may fnap him-r-I've pafled myfelf on 
^' him for Count Frankenmarc, your nephew— r 
*' mind you call yourfelf (as. we laft determined) 
«' Le Doc De Puffendorff from Vienna-r- Let the 

Y T a '* houf(p 
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•* houfcyouVc taken in Paris (he win fplendoun 
** Your's, Jack Pickle.'*— Ah, ha ! Eh Narciffa, 
** what fay you to be Lady Caroline Puffcndorff? 

Nar. Sec me up as an impoftor— the tool of 
fuch a fcandalous deception ! 

4nd. Eh ! what then I fuppofe Tm not your 
father, and have no claim to your obedience ? 

Nar. Sir, when the commands of a father are 
contrary to the principles of honor and virtue, a 
fuperior authority bids me difobey him. Blanch^ 
come with me to my room. [Exeunt. 

And. There's a perverfe little devil — Why, 
you Narciffa, huffey ! child !— (he'll fruftratQ all, 
—here, after my care of bringing her up, to put 
her off on fome great ipan, merely to make my 
own fortune — all my expence in a fafhionable 
education— rand now ftie comes out with her vir- 
tue and honorfTf how did fhe pick 'cm up ? — ^I 
had her taught mufic and dancing indeed — Im- 
pofition ! a fool ! all the world^s under a mafk 
and if noblemen turn gamblers, why not a gam- 
bler turn nobleman. — A Duke I will be-rrHah ! 
*' here's a poftcript. (reads) tlis'Lordfiiip aqcjl 
*' will be with you nearly as foon as my letter'^-r: 
Eh, we muft be quick— What are my worthy conr 
federates at, idle with fuccefs? VS7e lhou*d be 
keen at every pr6y that ftarts— Ha, ha,ha ! My 
confederates are ft ill Rogues of all nations I 
{laughing without.) 

* 
Enter Cakty, Picard, Palm, Cog, SAiiJ>Y and 

Shui-'fle. 

Oh lads, you Ihou'd have been ready for your 
fev^ral charaAcrs— What have you been about? 

Carty. 
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Carfy. {with the brogue) We've been about 
the table, and pufhing about the bottle* 

And. Yes^ but you fliou'd keep your faculties 
bright, (harp, we've ^ nice game tophy — Hold^ 
let's fee — how*s this I had appointed your fc* 
veral ftations in my grace's houfehold ? Ha, ha^ 
ha ! Peep is my Swifs-porterat my gate — Picard, 
you're my French groom o'the Chambers- 
Cog, you're my Englifh coachman with your 
fine fat ftupid face — Sober Sandy, you're my 
Scotch Steward, and Carty, my Irifti butler, 
with your jokes, brogue and purple nofe. 

Carty. What's that ? 

And. We (hall want a row of footmen in tha 
hall — So firft, on with your liveries. 

Cart. Arrah, but flop a little; upon my foul 
Mr. Andrew, I don't underftand your always 
^Upping us into liveries, and making us butlers 
and footmen, and fettingyouriielf up for a Duke 
or an Earl, or fome great man or other — We at- 
tending upon you indeed ! Andrew, who are 
you ?— Set you up indeed with an O'Carty behind 
your chair ! ^ 

Cog. Why yes. Matter Andrew, I don't thinks 
as how its fair, as we all put in the.fame ftock to 
carry on any fcheme, that you (hou'd get all the 
good living. ' 

Carty. Living ! are you a bifiiop to be pam- 
per'd up, while we like a congregation of cu- 
rates do all the work ? — 1 fay boys, we (hou'd 
all take the gentleman in turn. 

All. Aye, certainly, all in turn. 

And. A moment Who looks the Duke? 

(^conceitedly) 

Sandy, {in the Scotch dialect) Yaw mean, wha's 
llrefs'd the Duke. 

Cogk 
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Cog/ hyc^ fine feathers 

Carty. Fea hers ! Upon' my honor, we're t 
flock of rooks led on by a jackdaw. 

And. Oh, very well, geotlt-men, Pll throw up 
the hand, and ev'ry man for himieU. (a loud 
knocking) There's the young Lord — plague on 
your mutinying-«-to your pofts — fly !— 

Enter Peep. 

Teep. Here's Jack Pickle and the Lord ftcp- 
ping out of their coach, (^tbe confederates run ojf 
bafttly) 
. And. Yes, here comes our noble pidgeon. 

Enter Corporal Toddy. 

Who the devirs this ! by heaven that vulgar re- 
probate my brother ; if he knows me, I'm un* 
done. 

Toddy^ Pleafe your Grace — ^ 

And. He docs'i^t know me yet. 

Toddy. Your Highnefs is a foldier's friend, and 
I'm yours, (bows) 

And. To keep my face from him. (turns to a 
looking-glafSi as if adjufiing bis, drefs ) 

Toddy. He never dar'd face an enemy, that 
turns his back «ipon a friend, (aftde) 

And. {aftde) The rafcal will expofe me, and 
blow our whole plot. 

Toddy. If your highnefs will but do yourfclf the 
honor to hear my gracious luit. 

And. {in the German dialect) Vat ? oh 1 my 
good fellow, retiie, and I'll 

Toddy. 1 kaew you wou'd— your wine is good, 
and fo is yourfclf— I'll talk him over — oh, how 

wine 
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wine does oil the hinges of a man's tongue^ 
{ajide) I've waited on your highncfs— 1 fay, Tm 
came to- — pleafe your highncfs to a(k if — that is 
— -I'm come to^ — Now, for the blood of me, 1 
can't recoiled what I came for. {afide) 

And. How (hall I get him away — If my lord 
comes up — pray walk^— — * 

Toddy. Walk ! eh, the ftioes, that's it — that I 
was to buy for our regiment j aye, now for it. 
{afid€) Pleafe your grace, the money I got to 
purchafe 'em is 

And. Begone i 

Toddy. All gone* ahd ■ ■ 

And, Walk down. 

Toddy. I've got no (hoes* 

/nd. What, has the fellow come up here with-- 
^ut (hoes ? my brother too ? oh, difgrace ! {afide) 

^oddy. Tho' he's a duke, he might have the 
manners to look at me. {afide) And fince I've had 
the honor of being introduc'd to your highncfs's 
Uack bag. {bows^ 

Pickle, {without) His grace is here-— this way, 
my lord. 

And. {afide) Ruin ! how ihall I get this fellow 
away ! 

Toddy. Sure I know that face, {looking in tbi 
g^afs over Andrew's Jhoulder) 

PiekJe. {without) Picard, inform his grace——* 

And. Undone 1 

Toddy, {comes round before Andrew) 'Tis he ! 
oh, Andrew— oh, my dear, dear brother, {throws 
his arms about Andrew's neck) Atidy boy» I heard 
you were hang'd. 



\ 
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EnterPictLu (/^jCountFranklbnmarc,) O'Todt 
as Lord Lim ^vadd y and Carty. 

Pickle. With your grace's pcrmiltion* I beg 
leave to introduce my friendy Lord Limavaddy. 

O^Tool. Your grace's moft devoted ferva^nt. 

jinJ, (in the Germain dialed) My lord^ dis honof 
give rne vaft pleafurc- 

Toddy. Pieafure ! oh, my dear brother ! (ern^ 
traces Andrew) Vm glad you are not hang'd* 
{apart to him) 

Pickle, ^apart to Andrew) What the devil's all 
this? 

^nd, (afart) Be quiet my lord (to O'Tool) 

I've been in de fervice, and tho' radder a difci- 
plinarian on duty, yet oS^ I wiih (o gain de good 
vill of de fiien. Ha, ha, ha I 

Toddy. What's t)iat, brother ? 

And. Ha, ha, ha I True, brother foldief — we are 
all brothers, my lord, {apart to Toddy) ftep down 
to the cellar and get dumb-^runk, you unlucky 
fcoundrel ! 

Toddy. Brother, but where's the duke now ? 

And. E[a, ha, ha ! True broder, de duke's loft iit 
4c foldier. 

O'Togl. Certainly, my lord, dignity can only be 
degraded by difbonc r, and L honor a foldier* * 

Toddy, Then a foldier honors you.' {Jhakes 
hands ^itb O'Tool) Andrew, you'll come and 
crack a flaik with us below ? 

And. {to Carty) Take it to yourfelf, or Tm 
difcover'd. 

7oddy. Why <Jon't you fpcak ? Will you 
come ? {to Andrew) 

Carty. 



\ 
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Carty. Yes, HI come. 

Toddy. You ! wait 'till you're afk'd J I fpokc 
to my brother. 

And^ Ha, ha, ha! right, l^roder Soldier. Ha, 
ha, ha ! {winks at O' Toole) A good recruiting 
agent this. We muil keep fiich necefTary rafcals 
in humour. 

Toddy. Andrew, give me your hand, {holds 
out his. hand to Andrew^ Carty takes andjhakesit) 

Carty. There, my dear boy. 

Toddy. What*s that for ? Til dear boy your 
head againd the wall! very ready with ypur 
paw, little Trigedy, 

Carty. Wasn't I to introduce you to the Cla- 
ret ? 

Toddy. What's that, eh ? your two paws— Cla- 
ret! another thing, you're the honefteft — ^you'll 
come brother Andrew. [Exit^ with Carty. 

And. {ajide) What an efcape ! 

Pickle. My X,ord, {to Andrew) were I that 
ftllow's colonel, Vd have him drum'd out, upon 
my honor. 

And. A drunken fcoundrel, biit a deviliffligoot 
foldier, my Lord. My Lord, now give me 
leave to welcome you. {they /alute) Mzke my 
houfe your own, fend hither your baggage and 
domeftics. 

O* Toole, {iows) I fear t^iat clown, my fervant 
has lofl: hi$ way. 

Haz. {without in the Somerfetjhire dialed) If this 
is the Duke of PufFendorS 's, I wants my maf- 
ter Lord Lima vaddy. 

Pickle: No, here comes poor Sap like a hound 
at fault — this way. 

VOL. III. z z Enter 
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Enter Hazard. 

r 

Ua%. Lord, your L,ord(bip, I thought I wy^i; 
0iou'd had found you. 

O'Tooie. How did you lofe rae ? 

haz. W hy,.my Lordftiip, getting deown frooEi, 
behind the cooch to buy a ballad of a buxom 
brown Ufs, that was twirling a fli^oi-firuBi a^ 
ninible. {mimics) 

O'Toole. Retire I ., 

And. Ha, ha, ha ! Oh, rny Lor ! EngUih cha- 
radier is a tr^at to me. — Veil, nny honed fellow, 

Haz. Thinking to ikip up again on luy perch 
— N^hifk 1 I faw the coach out of fight — od-daQ|; 
jt, I was fo frighten'd — an I run after 'till— bob ! 
I came plump againft a muff— there was a gen- 
tleman behind ir tho'— ha, ha, ha 1- — I peeps over 
jt, and ax'd hipi the way— up went his eye- 
brows — ^Lor4a-maicy— how he gripn'd ; and 
rU be bang'd, t,bof be had ruffles all here— if he 
cou'd fpeafe even common EngliQi, but here he 
went — rue the kft— rue the right— fo jabbcr'd— 

0'T$ok* Leave the room. 

Jiaz^ Hedid— 'till flap— a ?oXch-wheel takes 
him a tip o'the elbow and fpun him round like a 
Tee-to-tum— He, he, he! down came Muff-r 
and there he lay rtie and rueful, all oyer. 

And. Ha, ha, ha ! but come my \joTy perm^ 
inc to prefent you to my daughter Caroline, 

O^'helg. Your grace docs riie mbch honor, 

/foz. Muftn't i goa td th^it bai^kers for the 
two thoufaqd pounds ? 

O'Tcol. Prefcntly. . . 

• And. {apart ip PickU) We'll lighten him of 
thoie pounds, - 

Pickle. 



, ^. 
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V Pickle. A well-fledg'd pidgeon, and we won't 
leave him a feather, (apart) 

Enter Ficakd. 

Picard. My Lord Dufre; here arc your JFIan- 
derchen tenants tdi)ay their renti 

And. Boors! to bring me monies now — my 
Steward --•hey— [BcU PUard^ 

• ' » 
Enter Palm. 

Palfff. (to Andrew) My Lord, there's the Spa- 
mlh, Bavarian, Swedifh and Kuflian Ambafla* 
(dors in the anti-chambci . 

And. Dcfe ambaffadors be very troubleforae 
1 hate bufinefs when I wifh to enjoy my friend— - 
My Lor, excufe aiea moment— Count, you and 
your coufin take care of his Loifliip, I vill ftep 
^nd apprize Narcilfa of your arrival— .-My Ldr, 
your pardon for a moment* 

£ Exeunt Andrew and Pickle fever ally. 

O'Toote. Mr. Hazard ! 

Haz. {in his naiurai manner) Mr: 0*T6ole. 

O'TooL The Duke here certainly takes me for 
aLord. 

f&z. Aye, and you'll trap hia dslughter and 
her fortune. 

d'Toole. Tm afraid I never (hall be able to keep 
bp the deception. 

Haz. Why» what's the mattel: with you now ^ 

O'Tovl. I don't know, but I wifh I had hit on 
iome other method of retrieving my (hatter'd 
jfbrtune, than by impofing on the hofpitality of this^ 
generous nobleman — He's fo free from the idex 

zz a of 
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of fraud himfelf» that he's above thefufpicioiTof 
it in another. 

Haz. And have I brought you to the ground, 
and now you won't fight ; oh, well, if you're fa 
by the Lord, I'll whip into a fine coat^ and have 
at the lady my felf. 

Q'Toole. And here to abufe the friendfiitp wieh 
which his nephew the Count has honor'd me-*>— - 

Haz. Ha, ha, ha ! Weil, tho' 1 now wear a li- 
very, I was once as delicate as you, I was once 
a gentleman as well as yourfelf — fpent as good a 
fortune too, but never was lucky enough to meet 
fo* able an advifer as you have in your humble 
fervant — No, poor I met with a rafcally valet, 
who, one morning went off and left me wkhout 
a ihirt but the one I flept in. 

O'Toole. Befnle's here's my father's old friend 
Sir Ulick Lifiydale in Paris, to whofe daughter 
I was engag'd in our infancy, and if he ihou'd 
hear of this. 

Haz. What ? you'd make one mad ! Sir Ulick 
loft his daughter, you've loft your fortune, and 
if you. redeem it by a match with the rich heirefs 
of this houfe, nobody will have caufe to complain. 
Sir Ulick will fee x^e, fon of an old friend do 
well without his help — the Gernian Duke will 
have, tho' not a nevi^ Lord, fome old royal Irifli 
blood in his family-— the young lady .will have ar 
young, hafidfome and accompU{b'd hufl^and^ 
and, what's btft of all, your gratitude will re- 
ward me with a comfortable competence ; and 
. in the chimney corner of life, after all my beat-* 
ing about, poor Has-been will fit fnug the re-* 
tnainder of his ddys— Mr. O'Tooleyou are, and 
ftiall be a Lord — Here comes the lady — ^A bfeau- 
ty 'pon my foul 1 — Now for it^ — ftart amaz'd — 

knee 
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on your knee — Look ! — Sigh ! — Talk !-^Hcr 
money ! — Oh that I was in your coat ! 

O^Tople. A lovely creature indeed ! 

Haz. That's the firing, touch it again— play 
up — U*s to theiune of eighty thoufand pounds* 
{^changes to the clownijh accent) True, my Lord- 
ihip, ril leave the money in your room. Oh, the 
Grandees I — {affects furprife and falls back) 

B^ter Andrew and Narcissa. 

And, My Lord, n>y daughter Caroline — (apart 
to her) Narciffa fmile, your fortune's made. 

Nar. My Lord, accept my thanks for this ho- 
yiior- — Is thts the noble youth I mud impofe on ? 
{aftde) 

O foole. Madam, I am much beholden to your 
coufiri the Count for this inexpreffible happinefe. 
{falutes her) Can I deceive fuch an angel ? {afide) 

And. {^apart to Narciffa) ThroW him an ogle. 

f/tfz. {apart to O'Toole) Give her a kifs. [mu* 
Jic without) 

And. My Lord, vill you pleafe to ftep to de 
next apartment^my daughter ha$ a little concert, 
it may amufe your Lordfliip.^ {muftc) 

[^Exeunt Andrew, 0' Toole and Narcijfai 

flaz. (Jn his natural voice) Huzza! Victoria! 
— »-^Honefty*s fine talk when we've our fortune 
to make— an honorable fool 1- — I cou'd have broke 
his head ; but I muft fpirit him up to it, 'till we 
touch the Duke's cafli — ^let's fee, I've fettl'd with 
O'Toole when he gets her fortune, to.paym« 
three thoufand— Shall I throw it into bulinefs— 
buy a place^ or— No, I'll purchafe an annuity^ 
fnug. Ha, ha, ha !— What a happy thought — £h I 
the Duke^-^I ihou'd like to hear his private opi- 
nion 
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hfoiJ of my pupil— here the Count too — ayc-~ 
hell ^ tell him — Pll liftcn-— (j^rfx under a taMt 
^(Tuer* d with green hdize) Oh, fuch a pleafurc-r-us 
poor wits; to trick thefe rich dull blockheads I 

Enter Pickle. 

.' ' . ' "■ • 

Fickle, {as entering) Come hither Aiidrew. 

Haz. {und& tke table) Novtr, who the devirs 

Andrew ? 



Enter ANbRiw; 
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Pickle. Ha, ha, ha I Well, my bdy^ hdn't I 
iiaok'd the noble gudgeon compleatly; 

And. Capital! Narcifla has him, ha, ha, ha ! 

Pickie. And yOu aft the Germdti Duke like i 
Complete rafcal. 

Haz. {afide under the labie) Aft the fluke ! 

And. And you. Pickle, ihani the Cdunc admi-^ 
rabty, ha; ha^ ha } 

. Pickle. Andrew, you miift be bohtented with 
his iharrying Narcifla, then you'll have him en-^ 
tirely in your own hands, therefore the e^ht 
thottfaiid he has at his banker'^ we mud divide 
^mongfl: us;* 

jbid. I muft have my {hard of thkt for xsrjf 
trouble in taking' this houfe, . collecting, mar«^ 
ihalling^' and keeping Our lad^ togjettier. But 
let's ftrip him firft, Tve the dice ioacled, add the 
cards marked ready. 

Pickle. We wo'n't leave hioi a giiinesi, and he 
has Spa and Rome yet to vifit. 

And. We'll let him Win four or« five htmdred 
firft to blodd him, then turn ibe tables, and hi§ 
thoufands tumble into our patkets. ha^ ba^ ha ! 

Pickle. Ha, ha, ha! 

» ' Enter 
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Enter Carty. 

(^arty* Oh, then you two gags, wh^t are you 
|)Qth got grinning about here ? There's my Lord! , 
^(king for your Grace, and your Countfliip. Do| * 
you know, th4t becaqfe he's my countryman, it 
goes alci>o't againft my confcience to cheat hina; 
but which of you do him up at the cards ? Aa- 
drew, J (hink ypu*re bed at the flip; • 

And. ' I can't ; his l^ordftiip feems a curs'd able 
young fellow , and fince I put my thumb out, 
I'm afraid to venture to do any one, except ^ 
friend, or fome particular acquaintance. Is {up- 
per ready ? 

Carly. It is ready 5 but I defire you don't fup 
in your old ftile, leave us fome of the pheafants, 
and let me have forpe Burgundy for your bro- 
ther, the drunken corporal; E^ep has got him 
out in the porter's lodge^ 

And. Come, but firft— (/Arcz^ hipifelf into the 
Duhs charqiler) Eh, aye, there is the ducal * 
maik upon my face. I am the Duke Pufffen- 
dorff, you my nejphew Count Frankenmarc. 

{Exit^fiately. Pickle and Carty follow^ 

Haz, {lookmg from under the table^ whijiles) So, 
io this is my fnug chimney-corner for life.? \rifes) 
1 thought we rofe early this morn io,g, but I find 
other people were up before us — well, well, well! 
Why, this is the battle of the rooks, and the 
longeft claw for it. Here's a Duke Puffcndorff 
for my Lord Limavaddy ! l^hen whift is the 
game, and tho' honors arc divided, the odd frick 
• tjvins the rubber. [Exih 

END OF THE fIRST ACS. 
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ACT 11. 



SCENE I. 

An Audience Chamber in the CoMMissAiRE*f« 

CoMMissAiRE and Officers di/cover'd^ Jeated at a 

table. 

GOMMISSAIRE* 

A.ND -why don't you introduce him ■ 



Sir Ulick LiFFYDALE, {entering) 

Sir U. Faith, and Til introduce myfelf, 

Cdm. And who is yourfelf, hah ? 

Sir U. Sir Ulick LifFydale^ of Kinegad in the 
kingdom of Ireland. 

Com. Sir, I alk you a thoufand pardons, (rj/e^) 

Sir U, Monfieur Commiffaire, I look on your 
office here, to be much the fame as the Bow- 
ftrect office in London ; and I'm come over to 
France in fearch of a daughter that was ftole 
from me fifteen years ago in Ireland ; Fm told 
the kidnapping thief that took her, is in Paris, 

and 
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i^nd if you find him for me^ Til give you five 
hundred of as rough guineas as ever fkaiced on 
Latouthe's compter. 

Com. Sir, in the Police of Paris, jfuftice does 
not carry her fcales to weigh gold— you're a ftran- 
ger — do me the honor to dine with me^ and in 
the evening 1 think I!ve a clue that may lead to 
the Very offender you mean* 

Sir Ui Then upon my honor I will dine with 
you — that is, you (hall eat a bit of mutton with 
mfei Over at my Hotel, becfaufe Vvc afk*d foiile 
friends. 

Com. Sir, Til do myfelf the honor to attend 
you. Le Plume, if any caufes, fend *em over 
to me, I'll hear 'em there : it may amufe you. Sir 
Ulick, and give you fome idea of what fort o£ 
pi^ople we Parifians are— -But come, my clerk (hall 
take your information — Leonard, have a file o£ 
mufqueteers readyi I think. Sir, we ihali find 
your man j aye, aye — come, clerk, have thofe 
hand-bills diftributed t I long to fpread the nets 
over Mr, Andrew and his covey. 

Officer. The way there, for Monfieut Lc 
CommiiTaire. [^Exeunf^ 

mmmlmmmmi 1 1 



SCENE IL 

Andrew's Houfe^ 

Enter hnDKEyr and T^iQfiLt^ 

» 

And. I think NarcifTa has him. 

PieBe. Yes i but by Hcav'xii all's up, if you 

VOL. iir. 3 A don'l 
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dbit'rgct thatdrunfcfcn fcotindrel^ your brother, 
out of the hou(e— he's bcca ripltng and roaring, 
and if my Lord comes in his way— 

Toddy. {Vf^thottt): Holloa, Brother Andrew ! 

Pick. D'ye Bear him ? 

And. Hufh! Somefoldiers have been fent from 
^ruflels, to apprehend him for the regimoital 
money he has made away with— FII wheedle him 
out, and as he's muddled you may eafily put him 
into their hands— -Stop for him in the ibneet. 

[ExU PUlk. 

Enter Corporal Toddt. 

And* What, you are not going ? 

Tvddy. X^Loud) No. 

And. {in an under tone) If youll only go, PU 
give you^— any thing. 

Toddy. I take, any thing from your betters— « 
but you give me ten guineas. 

And. IVegivenyou a bill for twenty already. 

IToddy. So you did — give me thirty guineas* 

And. Curfe the fellow !— there's five to get rid 
' of you. {Gives him money , which be futs inSs his 
coat pocket) Now will you go ? 

Toddy. 1 will— And fo this Lord is to marry 
the girl you ftole from her parents — ha> ha, ha I 
and he thinks you're a Duke I 

And. (ajide) Peep muft have blab'd this. 

Toddy. Ha, ha, ha! My brother a Duk^ ! 

And. For heaven's fake don't call me bro« 
ther. 

Toddy. Why, wou'd you have me call you fit- 
ter ? — I tell you what Andrew — 

And. Yes, I fliall be blawn^^if Nardfla was 

l^ut 
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but married— (^^^)-r Will you go before his 
Lordihip rifes i 

Toddy. Well, I mW^^going, r^/«r^i)— but -I 
Jhou'd like to have a little converfation with a 
Lord— talk politics. : 

And. Do you wifti to expofe and ruin me? 

Toddy. I don't, Andrew. 

Jml. Ibefeech you, don't call me Andrew. 

Toddy. I won't Andrew, is this your own 
coat you've on ? , 

And. Yes. 

Toddy. Did you pay the taylor ? {Bell rings) 

jind. My Lprd's belli 

Toddy. (Loud) Coming up. Sir I 

jind. The Devil! D'ye think -you're in an ale- 
houfe? 

Toddy. I wilh I was. 

Jnd. Hufh ! this way— 

Toddy. Not a word — I'm with you — (Going) 

And. (Softly) My dear fellow ! 

Toddy. Are you lure my Lord is in the next 
room? 

. And. Certain— and I wouldn't wifh ifor fifty 
pounds he heard y6u. 

Toddy. Oh, ho ! (afide) then I'll only fay one 
word more. (In an ttnder tone) I'm now in Paris, 
an't I ? 

And. Yes, I wifh you were at the devil, (afide) 

Toddy. If you don't this moment lay fifty gui- 
neas here, I'll roar out Andrew, that they may 
hear me at St. Andrew's Holborn. 

Andi Hufh ! I've no more cafh, but there's a 
note on Perigord's bank for fifty. 

Tod. Eh ! (Reads) " On denriand pay'*— ^very 
well-— (P«// // in a pocket-book in his coat pocket) 
Thank ye. 

3 A 2 And. 
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And. Adieuy my dear brother. 
7oddy. Call me brother, and I'll knock yoa 
down^ yourafcal — {Sinp) 

** Some are Lords> and fome are Dukes^ merry be the firft 
" of Auguft." 

[Exit. 
And. Thank Heaven, he's provided for-~Hey 
— yonder's my Locd and Narciffa — fee if (he 
don't turn away from him. Yes, with her ridicu- 
lous honor and virtue, (hell overfet the whole 
m^rriase vehicle-o-I mufi in time take care of my« 
felf— It my Lord's room is open, Pll-^or even 
lock'd, I can^— here comes thq clod, his fer- 
vant. 

Enter Hazard, (^witb a bag.) . 

{In tbi German Of cent) Who are — Oh, aye, you 
are my Lor Limavaddy's Valet. 

Haz. YeS| an plealc your Grace — fince my 
mafter— my Lord, I mean, left his Valet at Lifle, 
lie has promoted I— -Ha, ha, ha ! 

And. You are a carefbl man. 

Haz. Oh, ye7, yez, I be*s mortifli carcfpl— 
all this money Tve been getting at bank, and I'll 
lay it by careful enough 'till I tell it over to 
him. {touching his coat pocket) 

And. Yes, yes— be a good la4 — 

\Exit. 

Haz. Ha, ha, ha ! Yes^ your gracelefs Grace, 
and yet O'Toole fcruples to cheat this honeft 
Duke — Pm right not to let him know that 
they're impoftors as well as ourfelves, fpr now 
hisrefped for this rafcal is natural— But, ha, ha, 
ha ! he's fell really in love with their (ham Lady 

Caroline — 
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Caroline^-^Here's the fellow I thought I knew 
laft night — Carty they call him : Eh ! by heavea 
itisPeter^ the very fervant that ran aWay and 
robb'd me.— He one of the gang too !— Ye?, its 
all a confederacy ! 

Enter C ARTY. 

Carty. {in bis own voice, ajide) This Lord Li- 
xnavaddy's fervant has the very features of my old 
mafter/ Mr. Hazard! 

Haz. Yes it is Peter ? 

Carty. Reduced to a livery — can't be — ^yet, as 
Fve known footmen ftepping into their coaches, 
why not a gentleman be obliged to ftep up be- 
hind one. {ajide) V 

Haz. Seems confidering — I hope he forgets me. 
(afide) 

Carty. {aftde) If he recollefts me, Pm in a 
hopeful way, for the clothes I dole from him. 

Haz. {qfide) If I cou'd get a nearer view <A 
his face without difcovering my own. 

Carty {aJide) The height and^ Ihape, but I 
don't think the features, {eyeing each other ajkance^ 
and approaching by degrees) Here goes at a ven- 
ture. {Slaps Hazard on the Jhoulder, and /peaks 
with the brogue) My honeft fellow, arrah, you 
haven't had no coffee. 

Haz. Noa, noa, zur; I didn't think it was the 
cuftom in France to give coffee to fervants. 

Carty. {aJide) No, it's not he. 

Haz. {aftde) Yes, 'tis my friend Peter. 

Carty. {aftde)h^d yet— Eh— I'll found him^- 
Faith, my boy, aijid I think l>c feea your face 
fooxewhere* 

Haz. 
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Haz. Noa, zur,— ^I never was there in all toy 
life. 

Carfy. A pretty fort of an afofivcr— lUl try 
-again, {a^de) Did you ever fee my face ? 

Haz. Yez, zur, zurc. 

Cariy. When? 

Haz. Juftnow. 

Cariy. Where ? 

haz. There (points to his face) 

Cartf. (ajlde) The very tone of his Voice, and 
he nnay {ham the dialed 

Haz. {ajide) Yes, he*s in doubt, but I muft 
not own myfelf. 

Cany, {afide) If 'tis he ! now to draw him 
oot— Hcarkee — a word — [in a Uvj tone) the ho- 
nefteft of us all may have a reafon to put on 
a difguiie, but you needn't be afraid of me. 

Haz. Afraid of you — why zure you're not 
Irifh Kyan the boxer ? 

Carty^ (afide) Clofe yet j but if he's really in 
^neceffity, 1*11 throw out a bait— —You're the 
very pifture of a dear friend I had once— paid as 
much attention to him, aye, as one ecu -d. to a 
maftcr; but having a quarrel with a faucy chap, 
I gave him fuch a Dcating, I thought I had kilrd 
him; fo faith, I was obliged to make off in fuch 
a hurry, that in my confufion I pack*d up my 
clothes in a portmantel, and carried 'em off with 
my own— Now an*t you he ? 

Haz. Me I — ^^not I — ^I never—-- 

Carty. Come, own yourfelf to be he, and VM 
make good every fhillings worth I took from you 
this moment. 

Haz. Will you ? — Eh, now I rccolica, I am 
he — Ha, ha, ha! 

• ' Carly 
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Carty. {afide) Eh ! no, it's not, I was Wrong* 
—I find you wou*d be a knav£, if you knevir 
how. 

Haz.^ Nba, indeed, zur, Fm as honc ft » 

Carty. If it fhould after all. — Well, pray what 
clothes were in the Portmantel ? 

Haz. La ! zure you know — 

Carty. Come, tell us. 

Haz. Clothes, there were cither coat, ^ziSb^ 
coat, breeches, dirts, flioes, or ftockings, TU 
take my oath on it. 

Carty. (4/?(&) I never was fo puzzled. — Wdl, 
what's my name ? 

Haz. There now if the man don't ax me hia 
own name ! 

Carty. {afide) Devilifh like ! but — no — it's not 
he— ha, ha, ha ! I was joking all this while only; 
to try you. My Lord Duke's very particular^ 
and we've fo much plate about, we're cautious 
of ftrange fervants. 

Haz. Then if I wa'n*t an honeft fervant, my 
Lord wou'd fcarce a' trailed me with two thoun 
fand pounds, I've here brought from his banker. 

Carty. Two thoufand pounds ! 

Haz* Yez, here 'tis. {Jhews a f ear d canvas hag) 

Carty. You fiUy dog ! Run, go lock it up i^ 
your Lord's room* 

Haz. Yez, yez. 

Carty. Put it in the little cupboard in the 
'fcrutpire, then lock that» and the door and keep 
both the keys in your pocket. 

Haz. I wull, Zur. La ! what a fine thing it is 
to live in fuch an honelt houfe ! 

[Exeunt fever ally. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IIL 

0*TooLE*s Apartment ^?/ Andrew's^ 

lEnter Corporal Toddy» 

Toddy. Ha, ha, ha ! Brother Andrew faw tnd 
lafe out» but I faw myfelf fafe in again. Now^ 
with the notes he has given me> if I cou'd only 
fieal here as much to fell, as wou'd buy the ihoes 
for our regiment, I cou'd go back to Bruflels, 
and perform my contraft with honor. £h, neac 
fiocKings — {Takes them) A hat upon a peg, and 
I a gentleman's head iYi the room ! (Takes the bat 
down) Swords were made for foldiers — Piftols to 
go off. A watch ! ihake hands — {Takes it) — Eh 
— Some pretty clothes yonder — 

{Goes into a clo/et) 

Enter Hazard* 

"^ HaZf Aye, the Tcrutoire — {^goes over to it) 1yd 
thou there our tw^o thoufand {places the bag in the 
bureau) Ha, ha, ha ! Yes, with hopes of this, 
and what they think we've at the bankers, the raf* 
cals let 0*TooIe win four hundred lad night to 
encourage him — but I was on the watch, and 
foon as they flip'd in their loaded dice — Oh, not a 
throw wou*d I let him take after— *Ha, ha, ha ! 
As we're in this very honeft houfe, I'll fecure xhi 
4 door. [Exit locking the door* 

Enter Carty^ {from afecret door in the Wainjcot). 

Cartf. {in an under tone) Ha, ha, ha ! There 
goes careful — a fooliib dog! never thought that a 

room 
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t*6oiti thiy iiave more doors than dne ; but An- 
drew hirnfelf don't know of this, which I difco- 
Ver*d on our firft coming to the houfe, and which 
rU not difcover to one in the houfe. Now for 
the two thdufatid. (of ens the Bureau takes out the 
ba^y Let's fee, any more of the Lords moveables 
here, (layj tbejaagon the table and returns to the 
Bureau) 

Re-ten^er CoiBLpQ^Aj^ToDDx from the ch/et, (in a 

fuitofO'TQok's). 

Confufioti ! ]Vly Lord hirnfelf. (cbncialshmjeff) 

Toddy, (aftde^ Two thbufand ! {takes the bag 

(ff the table) ** More doors than one to a room." 

[j^oes- to the door in the wainftoat and exit, 

Cdrty. Sure my Lord ddesn't begin to fufpeA us 

•w-he muft have thought his inoney was not fafe 

hitt, and now is gone> I dare fay to lodge it 

sigain ai his bankers.*^ Curd unlucky ! 

^ {The rom door is unlocked) 

Mnter AMbitEW^ 

And. (in an under tone] Ha, ha, Ka ! tiot ohe 
bf my aflbciates fufpefts that I as matter, have 1 
mafter-key to every door in this houfe. (feeing 
Carty) Oh, oh! before-hand with mci ((tfid^ 
How did you get in here, Mrhen I found the ddor 
lock'd ? (angrily) 

Cdrty i, And hww did you get in, and the key 
in Sap's pocket ? 

And. What brought you ? 

Carp. I had two thoufand reafons for comings 
what brought you* 

VOL. in. 3 B ' And^ 
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And. Two thouiand more, ha, hay ha ! we di« 
vide. 

Haz. {without) The door open, how's this ? 

Re-enter Hazard. 

My mind mifgivcs me. {goes to the Bureau) YcS 
'tis gone. Oh, oh ! the bag of money's gone ! 
^And. {ajide) Hey! 
Carty. Your Lord took it. 
. Haz. Then we're fafe. — But V\\ feem not to 
believe it to fet thefe fellows by the ears, {^afide) 

Enter O'Toole. 

G^<iole, Come, I want to drefs* 

Ha%. My Lord, did you take the money I left 
here ? Deny it. {apart) 

O" Toole. What money ? 

Haz. That's rights {apartyii's gone! mur- 
der'd ! undone ! oh, now I fee why yow dcfir*d 
me to leave it there, for you to take it. {to Carty) 
Oh, ho 1 {affeds to cry) 

And. What is de matter, mi Lor ? 

O' Toole. I proteft your Grace, I don't know. 
What are ypu at here ? {to Hazard) 

Haz. My Lord, that knave has ftole your two 
thoufand pounds. 

Carty. Why, you blockhead, I myfelf faw my 
Lord there come out of the clofet, and take it 
off that table. 

Uaz. Table ! and I locked it up in that Bu-. 
reau. 

O^ Toole, (furpris'd) Saw me, friend ! 

Carty How, or when you changed your coat 
fmco, I don't know ; but take the bag, you ccr- 
, tainiy did, my Lord^ o^ihat table. 

And^ 
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And. {apnrt to Carty) Oh, I fee how *tis— you'll 
ihare it ? 

Carty. Why, the devil a (ixpence of it I have ! 

And. {apart) You won't! {calling) Holhaf 
where are all my fervants ? 

Enter feveral Confederates drejsed as Servants. 

Take that knave, kc?p him in cuftqdy 'till I fend 
jfor the Archers, 

O'Toole. Nay, your Grace. 

And. Will you give me half ? (apart to Carty) 

Carty. Ton my foul, I haven't it. [apart to him) 

And. Take him away. 

Carty. {apart to Andrew) I'll difcover on you. 

And. Away with him. {they are dragging him 

of) 

Carty. Til blow your Grace—— 

And. De villain will blow my brains off, away 
vid him. 

Carty. My Lord, his Grace is only— — 

And. Take him along. 

Carty. Andrew! Andrew! 

And. Aye, hold him faft, Andrew, never mind 
his bawling. {They drag him off.) ' 

Ah, my Lord, pardon oie! a Rogue, robaguefl: 
in my houfe ! — when I wanted to rob him myfclf. 

{Afide and Exit. 

Haz. Hang him your Grace — Ha, ha, . ha ! 
If this fellow eV'n does know me, a good oppor-*. 
tunity this of getting him out of the way — Ha, 
ha, ha ! Some revenge, too, for his robbing me 
when his lawful mafter. 

O' Toole. 1 can't .conceive what's all this you've 

3 B 2 been 
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been at here— <oifie^ ipy clothes^ I want to 
drefs. 

Haz, I'm glad you removed the bag o«t of their 
way — but how did you break open the bureau ? 

O'l^Qole. Why the feilow thinks of nothing, but 
robbing bags, and breaking open bureaus! By 
Heaven, you'll bring yourlelf and me to the gal-, 
leys — My clothes ! Quick. 

Haz. Very well. \Goes into the clofet. 

O^Tooft. I repent heartily, I fuflfer'd this un«^ 
principled fellow to lead me on fo fat in this dan- 
gerous plan of bis — 

Re-enter Ha^arp, with CoRPORAt TpdoV's 

Coat. 

Haz* Here's a transfornnation ! }:l€y^<^{takes 
the money and book out of the pockety with the bill 
which Andrew bad given Corporal Toddy) (^Readifig) 
^ Pay bearer fifty pounds — on, demand"'^— Sir, 
excufe me a inoment. {goini) 

0*To9k. Where are yoii going ? 

Haz. Only to my- banker's, Moniictir Peri- 
gord's — Receiving money is curled troublefome; 
but to us men of bufmefs-r-hem---we^-"fifty 
pounds! on demand. [£);//, 

O^Toole. Y es, this btrfy little rafcal won't ftdp 
'till he gets m^ into the hands of the police-^J can 
fi^arce look the injured nobleman in the face with- 
out vifible embarraflhient ; yet his cliarming 
fiaughter cannot read villain in my guilty counte- 
nanced—To wrong fuch innocence, 1 fbou'd be the 
wofft: of villains- Yonder's her govcrnefs-^— Yes, 
I'll throw myfdf at Lady Caroline's feet, confefs 
my infamous defign%pon her fortune, and bid her 
adieu for ever. [Exit. 

SCENE 



JLOGUBS AiiL« iH 



/ 



SCENE IV. 

A Rocm in a Tavern* 
Mnter two German Soldiers, Ssrjeant, and 

LANDLOKDf 

Serjeant. And this is the houfe he ufed to fre^* 
quent ? 

Land. Yes — but Corporal Toddy's not here 
now indecdy Sir— Coming, Sir ! {^Exit. 

I ft Saldier. I warrant, he han't as much left as 
Will give us a bottle. 

Serjeant. Yes, we muft bring him back in irons. 

2d Soldier. We muft catch him firft. 

T'oddy. (Without) To be furc I am. 

Serjeant. Here he is— To your arms— -Screw on 
your bayonets, and get the hand-cuffs ready. 

Toddy. {V^ithout) A botde, you rafcal ! bring 
up fix botdes. 

Serjeant. Six bottles ! never mind the hand- 
cuffs — Stand clofe. [^They retire. 

^nter Corporal Toddy, with two or three coats, 
waijicoatSjJhirts^ bats^ 13 c. on^one over the other. 

Toddy. Ha, ha, ha ! I had a glorious hawl of 
fifli came to my net — Rolling round my brother's 
boufe, I gathered like a fnow-ball, and now I peel 
like an onion. {Takes them oj^.) 

Serjeant, {^advancing) Corporal, you're my 
prifoner. 

Toddy. Me a prifoner, ha, ha, ha ! 
\^ ^(rjeant. We've orders to take you back to 

Bruffdi 
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Bruifels for defrauding the Emperor of the money 
committed to your charge. 

Toddy. Oh, to buy the (hoes ! ble(s his Impe« 
rial pate ! but I'm able to fhoe his whole army, 
hprfes and all. — Only fee — han't a guinea here 
perhaps — (jr&nically) two thoufand Louis d'Ors 
tho\ {fifews the bag) 

Serjeant. Lads, didn't I always fay Corporal 
Toddy was an honeft man> and an honor to the. 
cIoth> and that he'd fhare the laft florin with a 
comrade? 

Toddy. Share! not a guinea do you get here; 
ril give you uine you dogs — ^peep out and fing, 
my little goldfinches, (^empties the bag on the 
tahky difcdvering it filled with counters y button tops, 

Serjeant. Why, your goldfinches arc chlang'd 
into rooks. 

Tpddy. {difmay'd and aJicmJh'd)Ycs^ I got them 
in a rookery-voh dear ! not worth a bribe. 

Serjeant. {Jiercely) Come. 

Toddy. Hold ! the bank note Andrew gave me 
—oh, ray unlucky fate ! forgot it in my own 
coat — oh ! 

Serjeant, None of your Ihuffling-r— you muft. 
conr>e diredly— -on with the hand-cuffs, and play 
up the Rogue's March. {They form round him^ and 
are going) 

^nter Commissaire, Banker, Sir Ulick Liffyt 
PALE, and Officer (with Hazard in cujiody.) 

( • . ' 

Com. {/peaks as entering) Walk this way. 

Bayik. Pring him along — Yes, Mr. Commif-* 

ftire, hcre^s the bill 1 ftop'd at bur bank — objige 

this fellow to confefs how he came by it. 

Haz. 
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Hax. Oh, my lord juftice ! I found it io a 
foldicr's pocket. 

Toddy. Eh, you rogue ! picl? a foldler*s pocket^ 
—If it ihould be mine. — {afide) Let's fee it, {takes 
it from the banker) 'tis my very note— huzza I fer- 
jeant, its for fifty pounds ; let me go, and yoa 
Ihall have it all — ^tiot a word — there keep it; 
{apart i gives it to the Serjeant) 

Bank. But he muft'n*t keep it — I muft keep it 
to produce it on the trial. . 

Toddy. Pfhawman! there'll be no trial now: 
will there ferjeant ? 

Bank, {paffionately) But I demand !-— 

Toddy^ To be fure its on demand. Be quSct, 
man 1 I tell you the little difference between me 
and the Emperor is fo made up—- 1 don't go Co 
Bruflels dow, do I ferjeant ? 

Bank. I don't care, where the devil you go to^ 
or who you are, but that fellow fhall be hang'd. 
{to Hazard) 

Toddy. He ! — oh, true — he fhou'd — aye, aye^ 
— and Mr.. What d'ye-call-ura, I'm obliged to 
you for ftopping the note, for it's mine> isn't it 
ferjeant ? 

Bank. Lay hold on that fellow then } the bill 
is forg'd. 

T^oddy: Forg'd 1 oh, its not mine. 

Haz. It muft, for the coat I took it from muft 
have been bis, that on him Til fwear belongs to 
my mafter. Lord Limavaddy. 

Toddy. Oh, then perhaps this money belongs 
to your mafter Lord Limavaddy. {Mimtcing and 
pointing to the rubbijh on the table) ; 

Com, Lord Limavaddy alias O'Toole — But 
where did you get this forg'd note ? 

Toddy. From Andrew. 
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Com. Who 1$ Andrew? 

Toddy. My brother, Sir^ but he's a duke hoW 
ind then. 

Com. Tve that name on informations fot 
numberlefs frauds* Confefs what you know of 
diis Andrew. 

Toddy. Betray my brother ! 

Serjeant. Why, 'twas this brother that be- 
trayed you to us. 

Todify. Indeed ! and here wanted to get me 
hang'd, by giving me a forg*d note-^why he's a 
rogue> double refin'd-^now, how wou'd he like 
if 1 was to tell you, Mr* Jufticc, that he pafs'd 
liimfelf for a duke upon a raw boy of a lord ? 

JFfoz* That*s my mafter^ we are both raw young 
>boys« 

Com. Well! 

TMcfy. And his takiiig him in to marry a girl he 
ftoJe from her parents ? 

Sir U. Stole from her parents ! Eh, what's this ? 
If it (hou'd be my child, (to^ Commiffaire) Sir^ 
I rcqueft you will takt his dejpoiition. 

Bank. Yes^ but 1 muft have juftice for the 
forgery* ,; 

Com. You fliall ; — I anfwer for the appearance 
of thefe culprits — their evidence will be material 
againft this villain Andrew. 

Enter Officers, with Carttt. 

Officer. Here, Sir, is a fellow defires to be 
•brought before vou. 

liddy. What,* little Trigedy ! one of Andrew's 
-corps. Ha, ha, ha! 

Officer. We caught him forcing his Way out 

4Df — 

'^' -^ ^ Carty. 
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Carij. Sir, I was falfely accus'd, that's the 
truth on't, and my matter, locking me up in the 
wine-cellar——- 

Toddy. Forc'd your way out of a wine-ccIIar ! 
I always took you for a fneaking fcoundrel. 

Com, But for what were you con fin *d ? 

Carty. £h Lord, he faid 1 ftole a bag with two 
thoufand— (yJ^j the bag on the tabkj and the 
clothes on Corporal Toddy) — Eh ! yes, it nriuft, ha, 
ba, ha! two thoufand^ all of us running after 
the hare, and this is the cat we were hunting, 
ha, ha, ha ! why it is-r-(/wfo at Hazard) — it cer- 
tainly is my old maft'er Hazard ! Oh, I fee it, 
ha, ha, ha ! Sing Tantara-rara Rogues All. — ^Thc 
poor Corporal too hand-cuflF'd^ ha, ha, ha ! 

Toddy. And iflwafn't, yoq Ihou'd be head- 
cuff'd, ha, ha, ha! ^ 

Qofn. Look to that facetious Lacquey. 

Enter Waiter {yoitb a cooper of wine) 

Waiter. Six bottles of wine for Corporal 
Toddy. . , 

Toddy, {ftngs) Then merry be the fiift of 
Anguft. 

(^om. Take 'em away. 

Toddy. Go, and leave my liquor behind me \ 
then I (hall be hang*d for certain^— 

Serjeant, {to hi$ men) Secure this wine, and 
take care of your prifoner. 

Toddy. Let me fecure the wine, and I'll take 
care of the prifoner,— Oh Sir ! (/^ Commijfaire) 
One bottle wou'd give you fuch a clear view of 
this affair, and two bottles wou'd make you fee 
dout)le-r— ^ 

VOL. II !• 3 c Sir U^ 
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Sir U. Sc€ double !— JuOic^ lboa*d b^ Wtad*^ 

Toddy. She ftiou'd be blind drunk. 

Com. A room there, {^calling oj^ 

Tod^y. A room and a bottJe, don't yeu hesg: 
the jufticc ? Strike up, V Merry be thp firft 6i 
M Auguft." 

Cfiz/i. Look to the prtfoners. [Exeui^^ 
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SCENE V ; and laj^. 

Enter, Aijdrew and Pickle. 

And. An advertizement from the Police J 
Then we niuft take, the (hprteft cut to Lord Li- 
mavaddy'5 eight thoufand, fVifikc our t^nts and 
decamp. 

Pickle. Lord Ltmavaddy I Ha, ha, haf! only 
look j*t the advertizcmctit. (gives J) 

/ind, (read^y '^ Caution to the' public — -Note* 
** rious cheats-^— Andiew, alias Duke puffendorfF 
*^ and— —Eh, that's this ?— one O'Toble, who 
*' at Liflc pafs'd hinnfelf for Lord LimavaddyV^^ 
— O, d(-ath ! have we been pluck 'd by our owq 
pidgeons ? — I let him win rhy four hundred 
pounds, but by heaven he fliall refund, or Pll— 

Pickle/ Hnihl Yonder's Narciffa— -rvfc 

thought of a method to frighten him opt of it, 
this way, fofc. ^ \Exe^t* 

" "- Eniefr 
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iBlanch. My dear Narcifli, I indeed icorxu^m 
your rclc)Iu*^ion, not to be an accomplice in Mr. 
Andrew*s impofition on this yoiing Lorci. 

Nar. Did vou t«H hin> 1 wiflaed tp have a oio- 
Ipents interview with bim ? 

Blanch, I did, and his Lordfhip had beffor^ as 
earneftly defired a cpn ter cnce vvith ypu— ^Here 
he is. , C^^'^ 

iVi^r. How I tremble Wl defpife myfelf for 
appearing what t am not — yet niuil mee^ hU cPn- 
tempt by difclofing what I am. > 

£«/^ O'TOOLE* , 

* ■ . * 

Xy^ooh. (^embarrajfed) Lady Caroline ! * 

Nar. {confufed) My Lord !— How ftiain tctl 
him ? {aftde) 

0*Toole. Wh6n I reveal myfelf, how defptca- 
ble muft I appears but Pra deterriiiin'd. aftde) 
It is fii&'d — ^ — Madam, that we are to be unvtedL 

]>iar. {ftgbs) My Lord! 

O'l'oole. My happinefs then is your forrpw ? 

Nar, Wou'd our union promote your happi- 
nefs? 

O'lcole. My blifs, did not I fear that future re- 
morfe muft embitter my felicity. 

Nar. Then, Sir, I muft own — you were the 
6rft offer my heart approved ; and when one loves, 
deceit is perfidy ! 

O'Toole. {aftde) Deceit ! She already" knows 
I'm an impoftor— Doubtlefs, Madanc^ %% time 
now to lay afide the maik. ' 

' Nar. 
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Nor. iajide) Maflc! then he has difcovcr'd 
"mho 1 amr! Indeed the impofition has been car<* 
ried too fai:. 

^ ,0'Too'e. It has; but — Ah, Madam, 'twas that 
Villain, Hazard, that plau'd and conduced the 
vhole fcheme, 

Nar. You mi flake, 'twas Andrew. . 

0*Too!e. Andrew! I never knew Hazard bf 
that name. 

Nor. Oh, he has gone by fifty names. 

0'Tol\ Who do you mean. Madam ? 

Nar. 'Twas he that ftole me from my parents^ 

O'Tooh. Indeed!— Who, Hazard? 

Nar. No; Andrew, . the Duke de PuffendorfF, 
as he calls himfelf. 

O'Toole. Hah ! 

Nar. Oh, my Lord I refcue me from this vil- 
la n — ^tho* unworthy of yoMr love, look on me as 
a hclp^cfs orphan, the. objedl of your pity ; your 
countenance fpeaks a heart fenfible to the tear of 
forrow I you are my only hope ; on my knees ( 
implore you, don't— don't abandon nrie. (^Kneels 
^and weeps) 

O Toole. Rife, Madam j you fee before you a 
wretched adventurer not worth a (hilling— Your 
generous confcflion renders you dearer to my 
heart than' if really the daughter of a King, witn 
millions to your portion. 

Enter Andrew, (as Duke)^ Picklle, (as Com- 
* tnijfaire) and confederates^ (habited as Mujket^ 
eers.) 

And. Mn Commiflaire^ there's your prifoncr, 

Mr. OToole— a rafcaHy fliarper, who, under 

' ' the 
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^c falfe title of Lord Limavaddy, iirouM have 
rbbb'd me of my daughter. 
Nor. Oh, heavens ! 

Enter Haza&d. 

Haz. My Lord — may I 

jhd» Secure that fcoundrel ! He's an acoim^ 
plice. 

Haz. OhV mercy! (Heis/eized) 

And. Me ! Mercy, you villain ! 

Haz. Releafe my Lord — No? Then for the 
fignal — {^t^mps) 

Enter Commissaire, Sir Ulick> Corporal 
Toddy, Blanch, and Mufqueteers. 

Com. {Speaks as entering) Guard the doors! 
JHah, Mr. Andrew:— IVc long wifli'd for this 
meeting — and Mr. Pickle, my worthy reprefen- 
tative ! fecurc them all. {tbey arefurrmnded hj 
Mufqueteers) 

Jnd. But I hope, my Lord, your mercy will— 

Haz. " Mercy to you, you villain!'* 

Sir U. Yes, it muft be ' my daughter— every 
circumflance agrees— her clothes delivered to me 

by this gentlewoman {To Blanch) her likenefi 

to her dear mother — (he is— my child.! (£i»- 
^races Narciffa) 

Nar. And have I a parent that I don't blufh to 
own ? 

SirU. Ha, ha, ha! And fo, O'Toolc, you 
Were the Lord — Ha, ha, ha! Your CounfeUor, 
Hazard, here, has told us all, and indeed taken, 
(as he fliouM) the blame upon himfelf. 

0' Toole. And, Sir Ulick, Wt poffiblc this fliou'd 

be 
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be the bleffing defignM for' me in my infancy ? 

^to Nardja) 

j4tiJ Since you are her real father^ Sir, I hbpe> 
as 1 reftore her to you innocent and accomplifliM— 

Toddy. Stop, Andy, Tm the elder, tho* you'rd 
die greater rogue. Sir, (/^ Sir Ulick) as yoii owe 
your daughter to my — honefty, pray bid ih6 
Englilh AmbaflTador command the Emperor t0 
talk no more about my not buying fhoes. 

Sir U. Ha, ha, ha ! You ve been •* Rogues 
* All,'* but I. hope our Duke and Lord here, in 
fbture, will think the nobleft title is ^^ An honcfit 
Man.'* 
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TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 



GEORGE, PRINCE Of W41ES. 



SIR, 



v» 



•\ 



: jVi^HEN I confider the infignificancy of 

'|:his trifle, I am furprized at my own 

riemerity; my reafon would have re- 

./:oiled, and left nothing but my pre- 

fumption to attend it to your Royal 

feet, had not your gracious cond^rcenr 

^f ^on in permitting it to approach you, 

encouraged me in the laudable attempt 

'^ ^ celebrate (though by humble means) 

an aera aufpicious, great, and glorious. 

The guardian genius of Britain having 

placed aBRUNswiCKon the throne, faw, 

4 and felf-approving, fmiled upon her 

jf work. And Viftory, when determined 

^ to beftow her richefl wreaths of laurel 

upon Britifli valour, to perpetuate her 

bounty, wifely chofe that point of time 

^ which flie forefaw muft bp the darling 

f theme of future ages, the period that gave 

birth to the Prince of Wales. 
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S94 DEDICATION. ^^ 

The combination of momentous ciiv? 
cumftances conducive to the advantage 
of England* attending your Royal High- 
nefs's dawn of life, promifed a zenith of 
glory ; and the fhining qualities of your 
youth juftify our hopes, and give an am- 
ple fatisfaftion to our expectations. As 
you were the early bluffing, fo will you 
prove the latter <:omfort of your Royal 
Parents, the patron of fcience, the pror 
moter of virtue, the delight and joy of a 
happy people, whofe afFeaion, refpca, 
^nd admiration may you ever pofTefs, as 
you dp thofe of your Royal Highnefs's 

Dutiful and truly 
jpcvoted fervant* 



THE AUTHOR, 



' London* 
August 26, ijSj. 
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SCENE I. 

An Apartment in Don Leopold's Caftle. 

m 

Enter the FfiivfCE of Arragon andYREVEKicK. 

Prince. 

^ iSo ! at laft we are arrived at Don Leopold's 
caAle. 

Fred. Thank Heaven ! for fince we turned 
our horfes beads -from the palace of Saraj^ofa, my 
Priace has not till this moment honoured his 
faithful Frederick with a fingle word. 

Prince. I imagined my dear Frederick, that 
you wilh'd to fee me in love. 

Fred. 
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Fred. Without doubt— the darfing of yonf 
Royal parents, the idol of the people ; the bloom- 
ing hope of every friend to his country, and the 
impending terror of her foes, adorn*d with every 
grace of nature, ikining in each acconoipliflimenc 
with all the glowing fpirit of a hero, ready to 
burft into aftion, I faw you in the midfl: of a bril- 
liant court, furrpunded with pleafures, but a 
ftranger to happinefs. 

'Prince. *Tis true, Frederick: I was amus'd, 
but nev.er pleas d. 

Fred. I faw it. I dar*d, impelFd ,by duty, to 
pry into your thoughts, and from the ftate of 
your heart, this languor, this apathy, this reft- 
lefs, Joylefs inquietude, I plainly iaw that in the 
midu of fplendor, love was wanting to make you 
happy. 

Prince. Ah, Frederick 5 but if this love, which 
you imagine fo eflential to my happinefs, ihould 
plunge nie into unutterable woe, and render ma 
for ever miferable ! 

Fred. Love make a Prince miferable ! Impof^ 
fible. 

Prince. Why not a Prince as well as ' another 
man? 

Fred. Heir to the Crown of Arragon, who has 
only to afk and obtain, to wifh and be happy ! 

Prince. Ay, Frederick; but I wou*d have the 
fair one love me, not as the Heir of Arragon t 
] would owe nothing to the dignity of my ftation. 
Fred. Well, Sir, fortune has arranged each cir- 
cumftance of your adventure here to the full ex* 
tent of your wifhes. Chance throws into your 
hands a Lady's pidure ; the features are juft what 
your fancy imagines to be the mod beautiful 
in the world s and for feven pr eight days, by 

jour 
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your orders, I fcarcb*d the court, the city, the 
country, for the charming original : my endea-^. 
yours proved fruitlefs, and you began to defpair 
of ever finding this lovely incognita ; when one 
day, in hunting, led by the ardor of the chafe^ 
having ftray'd from your fuite, you find your-- 
ielf near the park wail of this caftle — hear the 
cry of diftrefs, fee women purfued by a huge and 
fierce boar. Fired with a generous alarm at their 
danger, you fly to their afliftance ! lo kill thii 
fnonfter, was but the work of a minute; but 
what a minute of delight, of tranfport } A young 
lady from wearinefs and fright having fallen at 
the foot of a tree, prefents to your eyes the very 
identical lovely original of the pidure. Thus, 
in faving her life, your firfl: interview was the 
moft aufpicious moment of your's. 

Prince. I own, my dear Frederick, hitherto I 
have reafon to be content ; as yet, 'tis certain, 
iny quality is a fccret to Don Leopold and his 
daughter ; and as I was firft introduced to tbe«i 
by your name, they ftill imagine me to be Don 
Frederick. The amiable Seraphina liftens to my 
vows with the mod flattering complacency, ap-s 
proves my paffion, anfwers each gentle figh, each 
tender look, with the fweet fympafhy of dear 
affedion -, and, by her pcrmiflion, I made a for- 
mal demand to her father of her hand in mar- 
riage. 

FreJ. Which he readily granted, not knowing 
you to be the Prince of Arragon. 

Pr/«f^. The old Gentleman did not hefitate a 
pjoment ; and this very day, the anniverfary of 
my birth, Don Leopold has fixed for the cekbra- 
Ijon of our nuptials. 

Fred^ 
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Fred. Then nothing but the joy of the night 
can exceed the happinefs of the day. 

Prince. Ah ! Frederick, this day may be mod 
unhappy 1 Straphina loves me, but before I wed 
her I am refolved to put her afFeftion to the 
proof; if it cannf)t bear the trial, oh, Frederick! 
what a feyere ftroke to a heart fo tender, fo fcnfi- 
ble, fo pnffionate as mine ! 

Fred.^ Well, my Lord, hope all for the beft 
—-Ha, ha, ha ! I'm diverted even at the idea of 
Don Leopold's furprize and embarraflrncnt when 
he finds that you're the Prince; I affure you hell 
entertain you with fuch things as never yet 
reached a royal ear. 

Prince. Ay, that Ifuppofc: for the charafter 
of my old Don, tho' rough, is noble, free and 
independent*. Hufli, here he comes j remember 
I am Don Frederick, and you are my attendant. 

\Exit Frederick. 

Leop. {without) Be quiet — hold your tongue 
—fay no more, it's all in vain — ridiculous to pro- 
pofe it ! No, no, no courts for me. 

Enter Don Leopold • 

Ah ! they Aid not tell me you were here. 

Prince. But juft arrlv'd. Sir; you feem angry. 

Leop. So I am Frederick. 

Prince. What's the matter, Don Leopold ? 

Leop. My daughter wants to carry me to 
Court. 

Prince. Why not, Sir ? A nobleman of your 
birth and diftinftion fhould not thus bury himfelf 
in the country. 

Leop. In the country ! I live upon my own 
cftate. 

Prince. 
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'Prince. Yes, but from the charafter I have 
given of you, the Prince, Tm furc, would wilh to 
be known to you. 

Letfp. I tell you what, boy; Tve as much re- 
fpeft for the Prince as you; I efteem, 1 love 
him ; and were there a caufe, the laft drop of my 
blood fhould write my loyalty; Td die to fcrvc 
him. But \ don't like new acquaintance : I am 
too old. 

Prince^ And yet I will aflure you, Don Leo- 
pold, the Prince wifhes for nothing more than to 
have you nearly attached to him. 

Leop. Me ! On what account ? 

Prince. To have in your rare and valuable cha* 
racter, a man of candour and probity, incapable 
of falfehood, on whofc honor, whole friendftiip' 
he might rely, and place an intire confidence in 
his fidelity— you laugh ! 

Leop. Ha, ha! ha! very good! the Prince 
wiflies to have me near him, me, whom he never 
faw; becauie, forfopth, you have told him that 
I am a perlbn of probity and candour ! 

Prince. Juft fo, Til ^nfwer fqr your welcome, 
go when you pleafe. ' . 

Leop. Will you ? firft anfwer for my going, for 
go I will not ; no^ nO| he fees bac^ company 
enough already. 

Prince. But-^ 

Leop. None of yopr buts ! you ^re going to be 
my Son-inJaw ; take it once for all, I was never 
made for a courtier; I am a fantaftjcal, ridicu^ 
lous old fellow, that things noble birth wants nQ 
decoration of title ; that ^ flar upqn a bread can* 
not give honor to a heart that's^ bale, nor a ribbon 
dignity to a neck that perhaps dcferves a halter. 
Tho' I live at a great cxpence^^ I l^eep within my 
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inconne j I have no ufe for more than half the * 
iervants I mainqMn^ but then the other hilf I con* 
fider have ufe for me ; and tho* I am a Lord, I 
^m as free fro«n debt lais the poprcft private genr 
tlemarn. 

Prince. You would indeed be an extraordinarj 
chara^ at court. 

^ t* Ay, ay, Don Frederick, but I prefer 
being lodged in this old caftle of mine here, to 
the honor of b^ing inronvenicntly fuuated near ^ 
Kings in one word, Pd rather walk about my 
park, gardens, and my own improvements, than 
to Aide and amble thrnngh an anti- chamber, like 
9 cypher o^ gJ"*'at importance, in a grpupe of idle 
bufy-bodies, iHuftrious profligates, reverend athe-r 
ids, mock patriots, and right honourable iharpers^ 
the whole (orming a villainous pidure, a curious 
^ourt calendar. 

Prince. Then ^tis impoflibfe to perfuade.you to, 
accompany us. 

Leof. Then don't attempt it; a(k a lover tq 
refign his miitreis, ^ Jady to praite her rival, a 
lawyer to tell truth, j^pkI a Dodor to return his 
fee ; but never aflc me to go to court ; you {hal( 
Bot change x^y mode of thinking, nor fhali I trv 
to alter your's. 

-(^IR.— Leopold. 

The court is a fountain of honour and fao^e^. 

And f wcc)t arc the waters that flow ; 
Yet fay if our thi*oats, or this water's to blaniQ^ 
^s we drink the more thirfty we grow } 
But the court to be fure is a fine place^ 
•A gay, a p^olite, a divine placc^ 
I am the man can tell you how. 

If theire you'd wiih to rife. 
With your «vtry ftc^p a bow ! 
On your tongue a thoufand lies ; 

Sub- 
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«ubttiiffif tf be y6ur ftile! 

A great man's ifrowh's a rod* 
A ptiifion in hb fmiie, 

A ribbon iili his nod : ' 

Strid care andtlbfe c»c<Ml6lhy> 

Firft make a niighty brag on; 
&it fet to guard the golden cree,^ ^ 

Then gobble like a dragon. 

Oilier Fredeimck, \fpeaks apart h the Prince.} 

^red. Your attendants Wilt their prders^ Sir. 
Prince. Very well. 

-E»>^r FloKil^A. 

Leop. Fiorina, ware's flny daughter > 

Flori I left her in the garden;, Sir 5 I fancy (he's ' 
i^^ing m the jefl'amine alcoYe- 

i^. Hey, Don Frederick, don*t you wifh to 
'fee her ? ay, ay, well, well, go-^you hear Ihe is 
in the jeflami ne alcove. 

Fl$rL OH pray go. Sir, 'tis the fwecteft place 
to make love in ! (ing her an annorous ditty, and 
the pretty little birds (hall play up the fym- 
phonies^ 

Leap. Hark ye ! ril play up a fymphony with 
you, hufley, if you ftrike up your arporous dit- 
ties in my daughter's hearing-^But go* to her, 
Frederick, while I prepare for your wedding and 
fome little fancies of my own to honor the birth- 
day bf our Prince. This night Seraphina (hall be 
your wife ; and to-morrow morning, if you will 
go, there lies your way to court, and here lies 
min^ to my groves and gardens. 

\^Exeuntt)ov Leopolp a»d the Prince feveralfy, 

Flori. Then at laft the dclicioud njomeol is ac 
hand, when we (hall bid adieu to this crazy caftle, 

3 s 2 thefe- 
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thefe iRfenfible trees^ thefe difinal groves^ and 
melancholy gardens. 

Fred. You are weary of this place, hey ! 

FlorL Weary of it ?— that I am* 

Fred. Variety pleafes you. 

F/ori. Infinitely ; I deteft famcnefs, order and 
odious method ; I delight in noife, hurry, fhew, 
and rattling confufion.- — Oh heavens, IVe con* 
cdiv*d the mod charming ideas of a court ! 

Fred. And you are a charming girl : you are 
form'd for a court— that graceful mien, this fin& 
ihape, {puts bis band round her waift) thatexpref« 
five fenfibility of countenance^ thofe fpeaking eyes> 
thofe ruby lips. 

Flori. My lips are well enough : fo let them 
alone, if you pleafe. {pujhes bim back) 

Fred^ With all your gaiety, fprightlinefs, , and 
vivacity, fuch fhining qualifications for good com* 
pany, you cannot fail of fuccefs. 

Floru Yes, I flatter myfelf there is a litdc fomc- 
iKing, a certain — inexprcflive-*-that — ^ay, ay, my 
je ne f$ai quoi will do the bufinefs*— 

AIR.— Florin A. 

^ ■ 

Vour wife men all declare 

Of the thing fo ftrange and rare. 
The beautifui fublime in great nature's law« 

A woman bears the belle ; 

Yet why ij^cy cannot tell ; 
'Tis the myfUcal cimrms of the je ne f9ai quoi* 

The lovely town-bred dame. 

Dear caafe of many a flame, 
£(ich fmart fwears he ne'er fuch a beauty faw« 
- Say what the loverS prize. 

Coral lips or brilliant eyes? 
No $ the myfiical charms of the je ne f^ai quoi. 

Behold 
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Behold tke village maid. 

By nature's hand arrayM, 
With her ftockings green, and her hat of ftraw! 

Is Jove in dimple (leek. 

Or the rofes of her ch^ek ? 
No j thp myflical charms of the je ne f9i^i qaoi. 

You and I are going to live in the fame houfc: 
come let us be open and candid ! do you refolve 
to govern your maftcr ? . ' 

Fred. Mod certainly I wilL 

Flori' Well, mind, take; care that you do ;. fot* 
I am pofitively determined to govern my miftrefs : 
a'n*t I right ? 

. Fnd. Certainly; ay, and Ihe'll be well goU 
verned ! 

Flori. Why yes, it is'nt that I want to make a 
great fortune, that is,- all at onccf Tm not covet- 
ous, or ambitious, but you know one moft be a 
little vain, when one is plac'd with a lady who is 
wife to the Prince's favourite ; my education may 
have been limited, but for all that, I hope to play 
my cards with fuch addrefs, that I fhall foon have 
a little court of my own. 

Fnd. What a baggage ! {afidi) I dare fay you 
will, and from this moment 1 put myfclf under 
yourproteftion. 

Flori. Well, I (hall take care of you j indeed^ 
you may be of fome ufe to me. 

Fred. As {low pray ? 

Flori. Why, you niuft help me in coUefting 
Httle intrigues, adventures, and anecdotes^ 

Fred. Then you have no averiion to fcan* 
dal. 

Flori. Why you know fcandal is a waiting wo- 
man's moft neceflary qualification. 

Fred. You are an ingenious pretty little foul, 

that's 
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that^s the tfuth on*t— oh I here comes my itia& 
ten 

Floru And my millrefs ! hey ! they feem t6 
have had a wrangle. 

Fred. Something's the matter indeed ! 

fjori. Well come along, it's nobe of our bufi- 
nefss kt's leave them to tbemfclres, for when twO 
iavers fall ottt> they can always decide the quar-^ 
rel without feconds. 

Flori. What, two to one againft mymiftrefsil 
Ob> thea I'll ftand by^ to fee fair play* 

\^B}itbreHret 

EMter^Kvatti affeSting diforier dni tfnharraj^mh 

followed by Seraphina. 

Sim Cruel Frederick ! why did your valour 
fiivc my life; your merit win my heart; wheii 
now you make yout Seraphina wretched, by feenw 
ing fb unhappy on the very day of our twioA ? 

Friatce. Oh heavens 1 

Sera* You feemf alarm'd : I a&c the reaibn, yod 
anfwer me with fighs, and looks to heaven : £xa 
plain the caufe of thefe emotions^ or Til iiiftantljr 
acquaint my father. 

Prince. Stay, madam. 
, &fnf.^ %eak then : why ani I treated thus ? 

Prince. Your indignadon I defervej and with 
patience I fubmit: Oh Seraphina! 

Sera. Speak, my Fredcricki Oweeps"^ 

Princi. Drf your tears, they fail for a wretch 
tinworthy of your pity. 

Sera. Worthy of my tendereft regard^ my af^ 
fb^on, my bve. 



AIR. 
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AIR. — SfiRAPHINAf 

Sweeteft pailion of the mind. 
Generous, noble, unconfin*d, 
Sov'rf ign love that fways the foul. 
Love is fate above controul. 
Pureft fource of honor, truths 
Kind diredlor of our ^outh ; 
This her precept — virtue; prize^ 
Emulate tn« blefs*d above. 
To be worthy what you love ! 

Prince* No more ! this kindnds but aggrava^ci 
my guile. 

Sera. Guilt! 

Prinze My perfidy. 

Sera. How ? 

Prince^ To you, Seraphina, I afn a traitor ; and 
when I difclofe nny treachery, your tendemeft 
Fill turn to contempt and abhorrence. 

Sera. Bctray'd by Frederick ? 

Prince. Liften to the ftory of my faKbood^^nd 
then abandon me to the reniorfe which mud 
for ever puniih and torment me. Yefterday 
having obtained the conient of my Prince for 
our marriage, Frederic)^, fays he, from the fide* 
lity by which I know you are attached to me, I 
m^ke no doubt of your concern at my late inqui- 
etude of mind, and of your anxiety to know, 
and if in your power to remove the caufe ; cou'd 
you imagine it poifible that the portrait of a 
young lady, whom 1 never faw, has made fuch 
an impreffion on my heart, that till I fiod her^ 
till file's mine, your Prince muft be unhappy ! 
Here, behold, examine ; fee if nature ever form*d 
^pv thing fo lovely^ altogether fuch a combana- 

tioa 
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tion of beauties ! Here, take it, Frederick, 1 
comniit this precious pifture to your care. Re- 
ply not : Fly, my friend ; fearch every where, 
and, if poffible, find this adorable woman, this 
charming vnknown ! Judge Seraphina, judge of 
my aftonifhment, my grief, when I beheld— 
^hefe, thefe are the features that have caught the 
Prince's heart ; there is the picture that he en- 
trafted to my care, {gives a figure.) 

Floru {Jjooh aver ^era-ph'tnd' s Jhoulder) Lord, 
Madani, this is your own pifture ! \lVhile Sera^ 
fbina and Fiorina are looking at the pidure, the 
Prince watches Seraphina*s countenance^ and /peaks 
^fart to Frederick. ) 

Prince. Frederick, I doubt her conftancy : but, 
defire my attendants to be in readinefs. 

[Exit Frederick. 

Sera. *Tis indeed mine; that, that my father 
Iiad drawn about a month after my return from 
the convent, and which he bid a few days fol- 
lowing. 

Prince. And which fortune threw into th6 
)iands of the Prince j but inftead of repaying 
Itre confidence with fidelity, inftead of throwing 
Aiyfelf at his feet and confefiing that I was bis 
rival, I endeavour'd to conceal my embarraff- 
ment, and turn his paffion afidc ; with a forc'd 
laugh I afFefted to rally his love for a perfon un- 
known ; and to cool his tranfport, urg*d that the 
pifturc might have flatter -d, that the original 
might not be living, that thofe features per- 
haps never exifted but in th? painter's fancy. In 
fliort, my perfidious jealoufy left nothing unfaid 
that might prevent his curiofity from any further 
attempt to difcovcr you, 

Floru 
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tJori. (a/tJe) YoU had litde to do I think. 

Prince. Mad with the fear of having my trea- 
fare fnatch'd from me^ I flew to your father and 
urg'd him to haften our marriage ; I fammon'd 
all my diffimulation to mafter my anxiety before 
him ; but when I approach'd your prefence> that 
unfufpeding innocence, that air of franknefs and 
finccrity even triumphed over your charms ; the 
tender and ingenuous joy you cxprefs'd at feeing 
me, when heaven idelf had defign'd 3rou for a 
throne, confounded my intentions ; 1 had no 
linger power to difguife the cruel conflict that 
agitated my foul. . You, lovely Seraphina, per*- 
ceived my emotions; your kind folicitude had 
produced this explanation ; there now remains 
no more for me but to quit your prefence, and 
for ever banifh from your remembrance^ my 
ihame, my guilt, my confufion, and my love. 

Flori. Ay do, go along, and fend the .Prince 
to us. {afide) 

Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Sir, a courier is arrived from court: 
he fays he was ordered to make extraordinary 
hafte, as he comes to you with news of v^ry 
great confequence. 

Prince, {crffefls much emharraffment) News I 
heaven ! the Prince has not difcover'd— — — 

Sera. Go, Frederick, fce what his bufinefs is. 

Prince, {afide) Aye, I fee her love is extinguilh'd* 
Oh Seraphina, I have nothing to hope, and fear 
the wprft. [^Exeunt Prince and Frederick. 

Flori. Well, men are all foxes, fo cunning and 
(o falfe. Now wouldn't any body in the world 
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have fworh that this Don Frederick's lo^ Was 
real i 

Sera. And after fuch a proof can I doubt the 
reality of his love ? 

Flori. A pretty way of (hewing it, to deprive 
you of a crown ! O fie ! He ought to be afham'd 
of himfelf. Dear Madam, at the firft fight of 
the pic):ure, a real lover would have cried out in a 
tranfport of joy, " My Prince, 1 know it ; that's 
the pidure of Donna Seraphina de Quintana ; ay» 
and not half fo handfome as that beautiful young 
lady: Oh Sir, if you were but to fee her ! Such 
an air, fuch a charming fate ! you'd declare> 
Sir, that not a woman in the world would fo 
well become a throne." TherCj Madam; that 
would be the language of a true lover. 

Sera. Ceafe, Fiorina ; my mind is tortur*d 
with cruel reflexions. 

AIR.— Seraphina. 

My dawn of life, how bright, how gay ! 

Blythe zephyrs play'd around : 
Sweet Flora-, goddefs of the May, 
Came fmiling on to cheer the day. 

With rofeate chaplets crown'd* 

Tho' mom and noon new joys bellow. 

While peace and love attend ; 
The fmiling landfcape changes now. 
And fate alone can tell me how 

The doubtful night Inuft end. 

Fieri. What an efcape ! what would have be- 
Qoiiie of you if he had concealed his treachery till 
you had been married to him? Dear madam, I 
tremble to think of it, 

^era. Pry thee, peace; no more of this. 

FUn\ 
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Flm. You are right, madam ; I'm wrong ; Ms 
with che glory that awaits you I ought to cntcr^ 
tain you. You'll foon be a Princefs '.after that 
you'll be .a Queen. Charming, delightful, tranf- 
porting ! ' the very thought gives extacy ! 

Sera. Ah, Fiorina, you and I differ much in 
our opinion of happinefs. 

DUETT- T 

\ 

Seraphina. 

Sweet content can banish ftrifc^ - ; ' 
Smooth the rugged paths qF life, 
Blefs with joys the Syivan fcene> ' 
T^ ^<iuil> happy, and fercnc ! 

Florina. 

Youthfuly fprightly, blooming hopCjj^ 
Cries — Fiorina, ceafe to mope! 
• Quit the lifelefs grove and field. 
Courts a}one can pleafures yield! 

Sekafhina. 

Peaceful joys ! 

Florina* 

Rattling noife ! f 

Seraphina. 

Morning bright ! 

Florina. 

Up all night! 

Seraphina. 

Waterfalls ! 

3 F 2 Flori. 
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Florina- 

Routs and balls! 

Seraphika^ 

Shepherd's lutes ! 

■ 

Florina, 

Fiddles and flutes ! 

Sbraphina. 

Give ae lo^ and nothing's wantixlg ! 

Florida. 

Qive me loye^ and fome gallanting ! 

Both. 

•f hofe are the joys of the Sylvan icenf. 
Thofe are the joys:«if the courtly fcene^ 
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ACT 11. 



SCENE I. 

^bs outjide of Don Leopold's Caftle. 
Enter the Prince and Frederick* 

Prince. 

Now, Frederick, now for the trial! and if I 
prove my Sefraphina's mind, as pure as her perfon 
i$ charming, this day gives her my hand ; and to- 
morrow, when prefented to the King, my father^ 
her beauty and her virtue muft juftify my choice, 
and give an added fplendor to the court of Sara- 
goffa. 

Fred. Behold my lord, Ihe comes, and her lit- 
tle governefs too — ah, her councils do no great 
icrvicc to her miftrcfs's caufe. 

Enter Seraphina and Florina: 

Prince. Madam, Pmloft, undone; you Vc now 

ample 
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ample revenge : a parti cuilar friend at Saragofla ha$ 
given me notice that the Prince himfelf will be 
here in an hour. 

Sera. The Prince ! 

Prince. Yes, ntjrgood, my royal mafter, hav- 
ing heard of my approaching martiage, ever feli- 
citous for my welfare and happinefs, and little 
fufpefting how much I've abus'd his confidence, 
has fignified his pleafure that heMl honour the 
ceremony with his augufl: prefence. ; 

Sera. What a ftroke of fortune ! 

Flori. Ay, madam, who can fay tTiat fortune's 
blind, when ihe ha^ now Hit the nail on the head 
fo nicely ? 

Sera. To»day, do you fay, Frederick ? 

Prini^e. This day, this hour; every moment I 
expect him 5 drawn hither by his friendlhip for 
me, he forfakes the court, even at the time when 
a happy people rejoices at the day that gave birth 
to their Prince, and, as he imagines, to give me 
a more joyful furprife, I'm informed that he 
cx)mes fnafk'd, with a few fele6t friends, who 
attend him from the palace. 

FlorL MafkM ! what a pity ! — Oh, the dear, 
dear Prince, how I do long to fee him ! {AJide) 

Sera, In the diftrefs this accident has thrown 
me, what can I fay to alleviate your grief ? You 
know, Frederick, my will depends updn a fa- 
ther- 

Prince. I underftand you, Madani. 

Sera. To him my duty obliged me to fub*- 

mit. 

Prhue. -Certainly, Madam, and no doubt but 
he has already ordered you to think of me no 

more. ' - ^ 

Sera. 
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Stra. Don Leopold lovps me tenderly; we have 
no reafon to imagine but that he'll order every- 
thing for the beft ; Tllgo feek him, and imme- 
diately acquaint you with his determination. 

Prince. Confufion ! 

[Walks up in dijordor. 

Fred, {to Fiorina) Well, what's your opinioa 
of this affair ? 

Flori. Prefently we'll acquaint you with our 
determination. \Exit. 

Prince. There, Frederick! what think you 

BOW ? 

Fred. As yet I cannot judge. 

Prince. Oh, I fee plainly what rmtoexpeft! 
Yes, yes, file's refolv'd to rejedt me; and you 
fee with what art flie endeavoured to prepare me 
for my difmiffion-^her father's determination !-^ 
a mere excufe for her caprice, and fordid incon-^ 
ftancy. 

Fred. Nay, my Prince, my deareft mafter, 
wait but a little, before your opinion totally con- 
demns her. 

Prince. No more, Frederick ! in vain you at- 
tempt her juftification ; but I ftiall have the plea- 
fure of enjoying her confufion, when £he comes 
to know me. Is my malk and domino ready ? 
(F^rderick bows) Ay, ay, to punifli her infide^ 
. licy, even if (he did love me in fpire of the violence 
I da myfclf by fuch a refolution, by Heavens flie 
lofes me for ever. [Exit. 

, Fred. Yes, I begin myfelf to think her con; 
ftancy 's a little fhaken— -oh, now wc Ihall knovr 
jnore. i 

Enter 
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RC'-ennr Florina* 

Flori. This is an unlucky accident for your 
maftcr, young man ! 

Fred. Unlucky? not a happier gentleman in 
all Spain, if he can but fecure the Prince's favour, 
and ketp your miftrefs's heart, 

Flori. How do you mean keep her heart ? . 

Fred. Why, if (he prefers him to the Prince* 
. Flori. And how can you think any woman ca-^ 
pable of fuch a folly ? 

Fred. Folly ! hasn't Ihe confefl: -to Don Frede- 
rick that (helov'd him ? {^Fiorina fnaps her fingers) 
Nay, didn't you yourfelf tell me how much (he 
lov'd him ? 

Flori. Love! ha, ha, hafl like you for that! 
What a boy is your matter to catch at fuch a 
bubble; and what a fool are you to talk of it ! A 
young girl has fine notions of marriage, becaufe 
it releafes her from the convent; therefore, the 
firft good match that offers, receives her appro- 
bation, but if a better than that good match 
Ihou'd afterwards prefent itfelf, fure that firflappro- 
bation fhou'd not be coriftrued into love. No fuch 
thing, I tell you ; and yer, you men exclaim, the 
perfidious woman ! the falfc fair one ! the cruel 
creature! Now that's fo unreafonable, abfurd, 
and ridiculous of you ! ha, ha, ha! 

Fred. So, women firft love only to be married, 
and afterwards hate for the very fame rcafon! 
Ah 1 you are pretty toys indeed ! and yet it is in 
the power of that alabafter face of your's to turn 
the head of the wifeft flatefman in |i.urope. 

FUri. Oh heavens ! from that lamentable tone, 

one 
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6he would .imagine that your head was in Ibmc 
danger frbm my alabafter* face 5 oh ! do fay fo, 
and you'll divert me; do, make me lavgh^ 

AIR.*— I^LOfeliJA. 

Qukk for a Anile implore me : 
Your Goddefs fue I 
How odd to view 
Such charms^ and not adord nie ! 
^ho' girls may bo^ft more merits 
You'U ne'er hit on 
A pretty one, 
(5f more vivacity and fpirit. 
I'll rattle, I'll prattle, 
I'll prattlei I'll rattle. 

Ye creatures! 
The toy for your nioneyi 
My word tweet as honey. 
So roguiih and funny. 
My features ! 
Gay bloom of opening rofes^ 
And thoufand fragrant poiies. 
Sly winking and blinking. 
As leering, and jeering, 
80 arch all ; 
For trull me, when love's drum 
Beats come, come, come ! 
Hearts thumping, 
Srilk, jumping. 
Age pacing. 
Youth racing. 
Some hopping. 
None ftopping# 
Ye march all ! . 

tla^ ha, hd! oh| Lud 1 here comes Don Leo« 
pold. 
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: £«^<n Do» Lborold. 

* » 

Flori. {kunnin^ to him) Oh Sir! Sir! Sirf 

Leop. Well, Sjf I Sij^t Sir! What the dfeuce 
is the matter with the girl ? , 

Flori. Have yoa fiseo fiiLy isiftrefs^ Sir ?» did fhe 
tell you, Sir ? 

Leop Very pcjd I 

Flori. Ther^, Sv ! yxju fin^ jf you w^l not go 
to court, the court will come to you, 

Leop. Yes, I hav^ heard of .the retinue, I am to 
cxpedt under my rdof. 

Flori. Yes, Sir, . die Prince \ ^be charming 
Prince ! t.' 

Ijeop. (To Frederick) Oh, where*s your maftcr ? 

Fred. Heaven knows. Sir ; ip, his diftra<5led 
ftate of mind, a mari c^pptot ftay long in any one 
place. 

Leop. Yes, his mind can*t be very ealy, I fup- 
pofe. 

Fred. Why, Sir, dp you think my mafter fo 
very blameable ? 

Leop. Blameable! youll fee ipy friend, when 
the King's anger burfts upon him, that's all— 
you'll fee — mark, my words • now you will fee 
the extent of court gratitude. Go find him, 
friend, 

Fred. I will, Sir ; 1 don't know what to think 
of the old gentleman. [Exit Fredericks 

Flori, But fcripufly now, Sir, dont be angry 
with me— now would you not be very much dif- 
plcafed if Don Frederick had married my mif* 
ti trfs ? — yts, yes, I fee your heart bear, your 
cheeks glow, your eyes twinkle at the thoughts of 

having 
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having yoiir daughter a queen 5 oh, dear Sir ! all 
your grandfons will he little Princes. 

Le^M Priqces! their Grandfather's maxim is 
this i the greatcft monarch that ever lived, will 
find fufficient glory in fupporting properly the 
•dignity c^ a maa. 

Flor. Oh dear Sir! I have no patience! you 
that are as high in your notions as the beft of 
theni, ay, and as proud too a^ any Grandee in all 
Spain! Now Sir, coafefs: was not your fole mo- 
tive for retiring from the court, becaule you 
would not (loop and cringe to thofe that thought 
themfelvcs above you ? but now, Sir, your pride 
will be gratified -, inftead of your making court 
to any body, every body will make court to yoil. 

Leop. Girl, you are full of prater— go you to 
<:ourt: you are fit for no other place, juil the 
thing, full of chat,' with a vivacity that means 
.nothing; you have articulations, tones, words^ 
but not a fcruple of common fenfe ; made for a 
iitde felf-important court gadder, to dandle, frifk, 
and hop about Hke an impertinent hudey as you 
are. [they retire. 

Enter Prince, {in Majk and Domino) and 

Frederick, 

Prince. {Unmajk^) Frederick, I hope and 
dread the fatal moment; it is with reluftance 
I put my Seraphina to this proof, which if I now 
decline, I feel that I fhall ftill imagine there is 
fomething left undone, that might have enfured 
^y lading felicity. 

Z<^ ^ Fred. 
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Fred. Sir, as you have begun, finifh your part 
with vour wonted refolution. 

Prince, Now I aflfome my own per fon, here ; a 
inafk, 1 truft, will alter my voice fufficiently, as 
they fufped no deception-rr-flic comes ! we muft 
not be feen together. {Frederuk retires. 

Enier Seraphina* 

Prince. {Puts on bis majk) Where is Frederick ? 
— but I prefume this is his charnning bride, {Af^ 
proaciing tojalute Serapbina^ jlqps Juddenly^ affedv 
ing great furprife) What do I fee ! is it poffible ! 
Are you. Madam, the lady that Don Frederick 
is about to marry ? {Serapbina bows) the jdear ori- 
ginal of the pidure I gave to his care ? Per- 
fidious traitor ! *Twas but yefterd^y he undertook 
to find out the charming objedt, whofe portrait 
captivated every fenfe, and made an impreflion on 
my heart never to be erafed. 

Sera. Sir ! Can I believe this ? 

Prince. Oh, Madam, do npt dpubt a paffioa 
the moft tender and fincere. 

Sera. Sir, I (hou'd have thought that the pur- 
fuit of a great Pripce, thp heir of i^^T^gon, wopld 
have- taken a nobler courfe, than to feek an 
humble rcclufe like me> and receive honor by 
conferring it, with his addrcfles, on^ fome Pfin- 
cefs, whofe birth might dignify the throne that 
waits him ; and whofe alliance might extend 
his fame, and add ftrcngth to the intereil of hjs 
kingdom. 

Prince. 'Tis for ycu that throne's referv'd, 
l^'hich muft receive luflre from •your beauty. 

Doubu 
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Doubtlcfs *twas Providence that threw your pic- 
ture in my way, that now fcnt me hither in the 
very moment you were going to be loft to me for 
ever ! Heaven ordain*d you mine, and let your 
confent confirm its difpenfation. 

Sera. Sir, it would be an idle affectation in mc, 
to plead infenfibility to the merits of a Prince, ex- 
alted by his virtues, even above the fplendor of 
his birth. 

Prince. Amiable Lady ! a thoufand, thoufand 
thanks for this generous franknefs ! But ftop not 
there \ oh, make me happy-^dcclare that Fre- 
derick ha:^ not touched your heart, that you con- 
sented to marry him without love as without re- 
pugnance, free from inclination, but as he was 
jLhe choice of your father. 

Sera. The choice of my heart. 

Prince. Madam ! 

Sera. There Frederick is enthrortM, never to 
be difpoffeffed. 

Prince. Oh rapture ! {ajide) What, a fubjed 
preferr'd to me ? 

Sera. To worlds ! I love him — let that excufe 
9i difobedience to my Prince, fo foreign to my 
wi(h. 

, AIR. — Seraph IN A. 

Ah, fond lover, footh thy anguifh, 
Ceafe to grieve, ah ceafe to lar.guifh ! 
Since with your's Til never part. 
Keep and treaiure up my heart j 
Royal youth, ah ceaie to woo me! 
Why with hopelefs love purfue me ? 
Succefs thy wifhes crownmg. 
Each tender vow difowning. 
Tyrant fafluon love dethroning, 

Tii;ie 
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True to Frederick I'll prove. 
And reward his faithful love. 

Suffer me, Sir, to retire, and acquaiht my fst^ 
thcr, that you honour his caftle with your prc*i 
fence. 

Prince, One moment. Madam ! 

Sera. In pity, Sir, do not force me to vio- 
late the refpecJ- that your rank demands ; What 
can I fay more ? The inftant I heard of your 
arrival, at my father's feet I implored his pro- 
teftion ; declared if he receded from his promife 
of my hand to Don Frederick, I'd fliut myfelf 
from the world for ever. 

Prince. What, rather than renounce your 
lover, when a Prince fues. 

Sera. Frederick's dearer to my foul than every 
earthly blefSng; his prefence imparts more joy 
to me than the poffcffion of crowns and fceptres 
could bcftow. 

Prince, (^dijcovers bimfelf) And all too little 
to repay a love, fo pure, fo generous. 

Sera. What do 1 fee ! Frederick! 

Prince. Behold the prince of Arragon ! who 
tinder the borrowed name of Frederick, beguiled 
you of your heart. 

Em er fever ally ^ Don Leopold, Florin a, Fre;^ 
DERicK, and the Princess attendants. 

There is the real Don Frederick, 

Lecp. W hat's this ? 

Prince. On my knees, Seraphina ! I folicxt your 
hand, with all the extatic raptures of a lover, 
Don Leopold, I claim your promife. 

Leop. My Lord, I came hither to reprefent to 
you my pr.or engagement tp Don Frederick, but 

liulp 
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Utcte imagined 'twas to a Prince I had pro- 
H)i8*cl my daughter. 

Prince. I hope my being a Prince is no objec- 
tion? i 

Flori. No, Sir; not the leafl: objeftion. {^curt^ 
feys) 

Leop. Ha, ha, ha ! the girl has fpoke my 
thoughts, my Lord. 

Floru Well, Madam, an't t right? for you 
know I faid all along that you ought to have a^ 
Prince for your hufband ? 

Sera Yes, Fiorina; but if by your counfel I 
had rejed^Jd Don Frederick, I had probably loft 
my prince for ever. 

Leop. My Lord, I muft entreat your pardon 
for fome things I have (aid, which, on recollec- 
tion, I think I might as well halre left alone. 

Prince. No pardon without a penance, my 
good father-in-law ; and that is, to accompany 
us to the court. 

Flori. To court 1 Ob, Til anfwer for my mat- 
ter, my Lord, and we'll all go to court, (r/zr/- 

Leop. Will you ? Ah, my dear Lord, it wou'd 
be a mortal reftraint upon one of my age and 
humour. Peace, health, and an elbow chair, is 
ail that an old man ought to wifli for.^ I muft 
beg your Highneffes indulgence to partake of the 
little amufcments that I had prepared to celebrate 
your Birth day, and the wedding of my daughter. 

Prince. I am honored by the affeflion of fuch 
a father; and every monarch muft efteem the 
loyalty of fuch a fubje<5l. 

Leop. 
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Lebp. Frank and free as I am, I am true and 
loyal. Sir. I honour you, and love my Seraph i«* 
na ; and fuch is your virtue, fuch your filial af- 
fe<^ion, that I am fure you will join in the wifli^ 
with which 1 commence our feftival. 

Prince. Exprefs your wiflh, and be afllir'd of 
our concurrence. 

Leop. May the prefent great and good poflef^ 
ibr of the throne, and his amiable conforc, reign 
for many, many years> the delight of his family, 
and a bleiling to his People. 

Enter Men and Female attendants^ 

FINALE. 

Hail, happy people, now rejoice ! 
Sweet viols tune, exalt your voice ! 

And fwell the choral lay : 
Fame cries, behold, a Prince is born I 
Then hail the fair aufpicious morn ! 

And blefs his natal day I 

CHORUS OF WOMEN. 

Our blooming hope, our infant rofe^ 
In all Its promised glory blows. 
Our joy, our pride confefs'd ! 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Fame cries, &c. 

Hail ! gracious. Royal, happy pair^ ^ 

Hail, happy kingdom. Royal heir. 
Be ever, ever blefs'd \ 

Haill 
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Hail ! happy pepple, now rejoice ! 
Sweet viols tune, exalt your voice ! 

And fwell the choral lay : 
Fame cries^ behold, a Prince is bom ! 
Then hail the fair aufpicious morn I 

And blef9 his natal day ! 



(a mask'd ballet.) 
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Scene, London, 



BEGGAR ON HORSEBACK. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

yf Room in Codger's. 

Enter Codger and Jamzs. 

Codger. 



Y 



ES, but why didn't you go ? 

James. Sir I thought as Corny went, there 
was no occafion for two of us to leave the 
houfe. 

Codger. Corny !— -but why fend Corny upoa 
fuch bufinefs — a country fellow fcarce a fortnight 
yet in town go about with mcffage cards— where's 
the butler ? — whcre's Cofey J — I proteft I am ex- 
ceedingly angry at this. 

James. Sir, it's none of our faults. Corny 
wouM go, and you know his fitter Mrs. 
Nancy told us before your face^ that 'twas as 

much 
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much as our place was worth to fay a word td 
him. 

Codger, {ajide) Sweet little Nancy ! — dear how 
my heart bounc'd at her very name — Well James 
you were right if Nancy bid you. 

Jatnes. Yes Sir, but her brother domineers 
over the family at fuch a rate — Vtry hard Sir 
for a parcel of (ervants to be under the controul 
of fuch an ignorant fellow as that. 

Coager. Tii have no grumbling James— do as 
Nancy bids you. • [Exit James, 

How the world wou*d laugh at me if they did 
but know of my falling in love with this girl, a 
poor country Servant wench that 1 took noma 
regifter office, and her brother, this,Corny» a 
curfed aukward ruftic; every inftant I fuflFer 
feme ioconveniencies from his unaccountable 
abfurdities, but I pleafe myfelf and hurt nobody^ 
— ftay — my nephew Horace — but he's a profli- 
gate unworthy of my favour, {aloudandkng 
knocking without. Codger calls at the fide) StopCotcy! 
James— James— ^Blefs me, fome great body, and 
Tm in a llrange dilhabille^ 

E^er Jamis; 

James who is it I 

James. It's only Corny Sir. 

Enter Corny* 

Corny. Yes Sir, it's only I, 

Codger. What the devil was it you that gave 
that thunder at the door ? 

Corny. Yes Sir, wasn't it a very good one ? — A$ 
I've got this new trade of a footman, I was prac, 
ticiog a rat, tat, tat, tat. 

Codger. 
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Codger. That was a rat, tat, tat. Cat. 

Corny. Why Lord Sir, don't be angry, I made 
as much noife as I coo'd* 

Codger. Oh very well — fo you have been — -— 

Corny. Yes Sir, the day look'd fo fine, 1 thought 
I might as well go take a walk. 

Codger. Take a walk— Wasn't you d ivering 
the meffage cards ? 

Corny. 'Ods bobs if I ever thought o'them, 
but ril do it now— better late than never, (gives 
cards) There I deliver every one o'them to your 
•honour. 

Codger. Deliver 'em to me— ^Oh you blunder- 
ing dog. 

Corny, (turns and looks at James) Hem ! — How 
dare you ftand and liften to our corivcrfation — 
Is that your manners and bedamn'd to you ? . 

Codger. Retire James. 

Corny. Retire James. [Exit James. 

Now if your honour won't be angry I'll tell you 
— the grand thing that brought me out.— Oh 
fuch wonders as Tve bm looking at — I fa w— -the 
corner o'the Hay-mar4^et.— — 

Codger. You faw the corner o'the Hay. market I 

Corny. All the outlandilli beailes and foreigu 
fowls. 

Codger. Oh that's what you've been at — Well 
Corney always tell truth, but now forget your 
wildfowls. ^ 

Corny. Oh the Leopard! — but then the Ti- 
grefs is fuch a fine beaftefs. 

Codger. Corny, your fitter Nancy is in m/ 
^yes a charming— 

Corny. A charming brute ! 

Codger. She excels in beauty--? 

Corny. The Catamountaio. 

Codger^ 
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I 

Codger. At lead I admire her more than — 

Corny. TheOpoffum. 

Codger. As you hope for my favour, I exped 
your intereft with her^ therefore my lad tell her 
that I am 

Corny. A dromedary. 

Codger. You'll tell her that Fm a dromedary!-— 
No incline her to liften to my paffion. 

Corny. Sir, She'll never liften to you if you 
get into a paffion— I know Nan. 

Codger. My love blockhead. 

Corny. Oh I know that too — ^love ! the porcu?- 
pinc. 

Codger. Tell her it's in my power to give hor 
all the pleafure in this word. 

Corny. Sir, if I do fhe won't believe me. He, 
he, he ! 

Codger. That I'm £o good I deny her nothing. 

Corny. Yes Sir, (he knows y o're good for nothing. 

Codger^ Hulh, tell her that I'm generous, ^od 
kind and worthy, 

Ci^rny. Well Sir, to oblige you, I don't cafe 
how many lies I tell her. He, he, he ! There's 
one thing I know will pleafe lifter mortiihly. 

Codger. WhatT— what my good lad ? 

Corny. Ever fince (he com'd up in the bafket 
of the Abingdon fly, ftie's a woundy defire to 
ride in the infide of a> coach, and I fi^all be glad 
of Thomas's place, for I'm lure I'm a main good 
coachman. 

Codger. Why did you ever drive a pair of 
horfes ? 

Corny. A pair — ay that I did-^-^fix. 

Codger. Drive fix horfes ? 

Corny. Yes, often in a waggon^ 

Codger. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Corny. 
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Corny. Til on with Thomas's livery hVs left 
behind, and try my hand, and h infill it with giv-« 
ing fitter Nan a jaunt round Cavendifli fquare. 
Gee up ! Bonny ! If your honour goc- to the win- 
dow, you'll fee how nice I'll tickle them up. 
Gee up ! waithehoy ! [Exit Corny. 

Scout, {without) Well you'll fooa fee who I 
belong to. 

Codger. Eh, isn't that Scout my reprobate ne- 
phew's man. — What has the villain-quitted col- 
lege without my leave !— I will not fee him I'm 
rcfolv'd — Cofcy Ihall give him his difmiffion. 

[Exit Codger. 

Enter Scout with a portmanteau and pijiolsy which 
be }hrows on the tables James following. 

James. Why. that may be, but who, or what 
fliall I fay ? 

Scout. Go, go, fcour your knives, and that's 
all you have to do. 

James. Well, if you won't tell me either your 
xneflage or your bufinefs— 

Scout. Oh we've our old butler ftill I fee. {look'- 
ing out) 

Enter Cosey, 

Cofey. James have you nothing to do ? 
Scout. Did'nt I bid you go fcour your knives ? 

[Exit James » 
Cofey. {looking at Scout) Heyj 
Scout. Do you forget me matter Cofey ? 
Cofey. Scout ! — ^you fcapegrace ! Oh your 
young matter's come fromOxford, Eh ? 

voLf III* 31 Scout. 
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Scout* Yes, we're come home. 

Co/ey. You're not, no home for you here* 

S€ouf. No! — 

Cffey. Hu(h. (l^ks about with circum/peSion) 
Our houfc here is not our hbufe now — Changes, 
• — your matter — poor Horace-*-4indone — ah— 
youVe dry — ^nevcr knew you better — Oh if you 
muft have it— Come— this way. 

[ExiuntCofey and Scout. 

Enter HoK^QM. 

Her. To judge by his door, uncle Codger 
keeps open houfe— If hefhou'd have heard more 
than old gentlemen ought to hear of young gen- 
tlemen, Tmina thriving way, without a guinea, 
and no hopes but on his favour — I dread to fee 
him — I wiCh the ice was broke — Oh Scout is 
come— Why has he left the portmanteau here — 
I'll try and fneak up to my room, and con over, 
my penitentials for nuncle. 

« Enter Scout. 

Scout, have you feen the old one ?-^Comc and 
get offmy boots, (m a low tone) 

Scout. Don't t>e in a hurry Sir— youVc a jour- 
ney before you. 

Hor. What is the puppy at ? 

Scout. Sir, 1 guefs'd what wou'd become of 
yourbft fcam^pcr froin Oxford— your unc|e has 
heard of all our frolics. 

Hor. The devil ! 

Scout. All out Sir, your excurfion to Abing- 
don^ — and adlrng Captain Plume in the barn. 

Hor. What, and perhaps n^ affair with Nancy 
Buttercup ? 
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Scout. Every thing. 

Hor. Who cou'd have told him ?•— Why flic 
and every body in the village thought tne no 
other than Mr. Tinfel the ftrolKng player. 

Scout. I don't know Sir, but fome unlucky 
little bird has whifpcr'd him all — He won't (tc you, 
fo you're undone — and for me to live with you;I 
ftarvc — ^leave you, Tm out of bread — for known 
to have been your humble fervant, P ve totally loft 
mycharaftcr. 

Hpr. Not fee me ! amid ft the extreme of his 
anger at my extravagancies, a good nitur'd re- 
coUedion of the follies of his own youth, gene- 
rally inclin'd him to pardon thofe of mine ! 
There muft be fomething extraordinary. 

Scout. There is indeed, and very extraordinary. 
—I've got it all out of old Cofey— It fecms the 
fparkling eyes of a rofy-cheek'd country girl, 
that your uncle took in quality of a houfe-maid, 
has light up the dying embers of his amorous 
paflions, and now our quondam mop-fwinger, 
has got mid-way between Duchefs and dairy- 
maid, by the auxiliary aid of mufic and dancing- 
mafters, Olympiah dew, and a blackmoor bar- 
ber, and a brother of her's here in the family, an 
honeft carter at his own home, on the prefumption 
of his fifter's afcendancy over your uncle, is 
making fuch a rapid progrefs to gentility— Aich a 
Hcdlor ! — that the mafter feems an upper fervant 
in bis own houfe. 

Hot. My uncle not fee me. (runs to a bell and 
rings violently^) 

Enter Cosey.J 

So, how d'ye do Mr. Cofey ? 

312 Cofey^ 
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Cofey {in a low tone) My dear, dear young 
mafter. (Joud) Here's ringing enough CQ pull the 
bou(e down. 

Hor. Is my uncle within ? 

Cofey, No Sir, he's not within at prefent. (Jn 
a low tone winking and pointing) He's in the back 
parlour. 

Hor. Acquaint him with my arrival. 

Cofey, I Ihall Sir when he comes in. {bud) 

Hor. Why it's only juft now. I've been told 
.Ke's in the bacjc parlour. 

Cofey. {loudy Upon my word I don't tell you 
a lie Sir i {in a low tone) except b ui ordtr. 

Hor. Come, come, 1 know he's at home ^ 

Enter Codger. 

^ Codger^ Sirrah I am not at home. 

Cofey. There Sir, fince you won't believe me, 
you've my matter's own word for it. \^Exii. 

Codger. How have you the impudence to look 
me in the face ? 

Ilor. Sir, this is a reception I didn expeft. 

Codger. I fuppofe not, but Tve heard of all 
your tricks. 

Hor Sir, whatever you've heard to my difa4» 
v^r tage, the pro^iefs I'v made in my Audits I 
hope will convince you — ' 

Lodger, Progrefs ! 

Ho"-. Yes Sir, I think 've go' learning, and if 
you expcft more — I've heard yourfelf fay that 
you didn't return from college quite a < onju^ • 

Codger, No» not a bottle-conjuror 1 kc y -^ 
I've heard of your Athenian fympofia [ues — your 
fupper philofophy. 

Hor. Sir, this is a char ^cer that I really do rot 
deferve. 

Codger. 



, A BEGGAR ON HORSEBACK. 437 

Codger. Charadber ! ay, you had great regard to 
charafter, when you turned ftage player. 

Hor. My afting. Sir, was only among a few 
young gentle. ncn, for the benefit of a diftrejOTecl 
familv. 

Codger. Amazing goodnefs ! — ay, 1 fuppofe *twas 
you,r wonderful charity that prompted you to ruin 
the poor farmer's daughter. 

Hor. Ah, Sir> I fee my college life has been 
painted to you in the mou: glaring colours* 

Codger. Didn't you run in debt in every tavern 
—when arretted didn't you break the actorney'i 
head — didn't you fell the furniture of your rooms, 
and on a (hilling difpute throw the broker out of 
the window ? 

tior. Did I do all this ? {to Scout) 

Scout. No, Sir, not above half of it. 

Hor.yOhy but perhaps. Sir, it's your convenient 
houfemaid has whifpered thefe amufing flams in 
you ear, to make way for my little coufins, th^ 
ihe intends to prefent you with, ha, ha, ha, I'H 
come and tattp the cawdle. ^ 

Codger. Here's gratitude, this my thanks- for 
breeding you up from a little curly headed rafcai, 
when your whole inheritance cou'dn't purchafe a 
faucepan of pap.^ 

Hor. Sir, you have been kind, afld I know you 
will have the go; dnefs 

Codger. I have no goodnefs — do you be good 
enough to go out of my houfe. 

Hor. Without money ? 

Codger. Lord boy, there's money enough with* 
outfide of thefe doors. 

Hor. Oh, very well. Sir j by heavens I'll go on 
the ftage and difgraceyour family — I'll turn player. 
Codger. WcUExit Mr. Player. - 

Hor. 
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♦ Hon Or — I have it— yes, Pll make a tremend- 
ous exit ; (takes a pift$l off the tabUy which he gives 
to Codger) Sir, be fo obliging as to flioot that man« 
(pointing to Scout) 

Scout. Shoot me ! lord, Sir, why would you 
bid any body do that to any body, {terrified) 

Hor. rU fay I did it myfelf, 'and by an ignomi* 
nious, though guiltlefs death9 ftigmatize my fa* 
mily with eternal infamy. 

Codger. Here's a defperate villain ! you James ! 
Corny, here's a ruffianly rogue— get out o' my 
jbpufe. 

Enter Coset. 

Cofey. Did your honour call me ? 

Codger. Get away, get away, (Jo Hor^ce^ Shew 
him out— rl*ll hear no more, go — go — 

[Exeunt Horace, Scouty and Codger^ fever ally ^ 

Cofey. Poor nephew, foolifti uncle, pretty Nancy 
—coaxing doxy — her brother Corny impudent 
bumpkin. 

Corny, (without) Ay, ay, let who will drive for 
me. 

Cofey. Kh, the very clown. 

Enter Corny in coachman* s livery, foi/ed. 
Hey what now Corny ? 

Corn^. Ah, matter Cofey, Tm fick of this.coach^ 
man's trade already. 

Cofey. What like your old cart and waggon 
driving better ? 

Corny. Yes, much handier at the team— -gee 
up! look. (Jhews his coat) 

Cofey. A quarelfome dog has a dirty coat. 

Corny. Quarrel? — he, he, he ! No, TU tell you, 
you know his old honor feeing as how that 1 took 
a fancy to be coachoiian} was quite agreeable, fo 

to 



A BEGGAR ON HORSEBACK* 4jf 

to hanfel my new place, I thought I might begin 

with giving fifter Nan a jaunt, and JtQ do things 

handy, I leads the horfes up to the door by their 

very ears, bift hitching the axletree of the hind 

wheel upon a poftes, and fitter ftanding on the 

ftep fo grand, , flap goes a bit of mud in her eye— 

this was lucky, though Ihe was taortifhly difcom- 

fronted at it, as it gave time for me by main 

ftrength of back, to iet the carriage even— well, 

in bounces Nan, and fmack goes the door upon 

her fingers— (/^«df//f) but what brought 'cm there? 

— Well, now to mount the box — up I puts my 

foot on the top o' the little wheel, and catching 

hold o* the brafs lion's paw that hung at the corner 

of that hairy hammer-cloth— away it comes with 

zne, and down tumbles I upon my back— feeing 

the folks ail around lauging at a woundy rate, up 

I jumps, gives a chuck to the rein, and a ftampon 

the foot-board, and was juft fpanking off, when 

poor Nan in a hurry to tell me that I'd left my 

wig under the wheel, forgetting that the window 

was up, pops her head through the coach glafs. 

Cofey. Coach glafs ! — a bad job ! 

Corny. Yes, fhe fcratch'd her forehead a few, 
and found herfelf fo timberfome, that out jumps 
flie, and down comes I — fo there ended her jaunt* 
ing and my coach driving* 

Co/ey. Well, now you've had a trial at the box^ 
will you get up again behind the coach ? . 

Corny. What, footman after being coachman ! 
No that's advancing back in the world. 

Co/ey. Well, and pray Mr. Corny what place do 
ydu choofe next in the family. 

Corny. Let's fee — I'll be — whats the gardener^* 
wages ? 
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Cojey. I think Matter gives Mr. Bulbous fifty 
guimras a year» 

Corny. Til be gardener, 

Cojty. Why there's nothing to do here in town 
for a gardener. 

Corny. Fifty guineas and nothing to do — the 
very place I want — afk it for me of maifter. 

Cojey. 1 will, if only to fee how far the old 
gentkman's dotage will carry him. {a knocking 
without) There's fomebody at the door, (^fits) 

Corny. I believe there is (^fits) 

Cofey. {taking a finch of Jnuff) I wilh they'd 
©pen it» 

Corny, {taking a finch out of Cifey^s box) I wifli 
they would. 

Codger, (without) No body open the door— ► 
why Cofey ! 

Cofey. I'm here Sir, 

Codger. Corny ! 

Corny Vm here Sir. {they fit fiill) Matter Cofey ? 

Ce/o^.Well? 

Corny. Is your fifter fuch a very pretty girl ? 

Cofey. Me — I've no fifter, nor ever had. 

Corny. Then my good old butler, as you haven't 
got no pretty girl a fifter, you'd as good'ftep 
down ftairs and open the door. 

Codger, {without) James, Corny, Cofey ! is 
there no fcoundrel to anfwcr? 

Corny. Yes, Sir, the butler here was anfwering. 

Enter Codger. 

Codger. I hope Nancy isn't hurt, there's her 
dancing mafter below — I defire and command you 
Cofey, never to let my nephew Horace into this, 
houfe. 

Enter 
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Entfr NANcn 

Natuy. Don't-^don't be ingry, !Sir — I didn't 
think the glafs had been up, 

Codgtr. Angry, my dtar! yes, lam angry with 
that Dole, your brother ; but Ihew me your pretty 
forehead — Oh, no harm to the alabaft^r. 

Corny. Oh ho ! the old one is in his loving fit— 
(apart to Nancy) Kifs him, Nanny. 

Nancy. I wifli you'd let Isfanny alone. 

Corny. Now*s the nick to pulh my forten. {ajide) 
Speak to maiftcr for the place for me. {apart to 
Co/ey) 

Cojey. Sir, honcft Corny here, not finding 
himftlf quite eafy on the coach box, humbly wifhes 
to change with — 

Codger. Hey I what the deuce will he have 
now? 

CoJey. He'd be glad youM m^kc him— 

Gomy. Yes, Sir, I'd ^be glad you'd make me 
Butler, 

Cofg. (Surpri/ed) What is it my place you 
Want? 

Corny. Any body's place, fo it be a good one. 

Nancy. Why brother ! 

Codger. Hey, then I fuppofe you'll want my 
place bye and bye ? 

Corny. Yours— Why your honor, I had a (ore 
of a worfhipful wheezing this morning, and I 
feel this moment a very gentleman-like twinge in 
my great toe, but whether that's the gout or a 
corn, depends entirely upon your honor's love 
for fitter Nan. 

Nancy. I vow, brother, you grow fo proud and 
trqublcfome there's no bearing with you, 

VOL. III. 3 K Corny^ 
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Corny. Maifter Cofey, I want the keys of the 
cellar and place. 

Codger. Pfha — ridiculous — Go, you foolifli 
fellow, and mind your bufinefii. 

Cotny. Oh| yerywellj if rm ridiculous*— Nan, 
pack up your caps, the Abingdon coach fets out 
to-morrow at five in the morning. 

Nancy ^ I vow, brother, if 1 know what to make 
of you. 

Corny. Make a butler of me, and hold your 
prate. 

Codgtt. Blefs my body if I know how to— 
muftn't part with the girl tho' {aftde) Cofey^ 
never mind the foolifli fellow— give him — give 
hina the keys, {^part to Cofty) 

Co/ey. What, Sir, wou'd you difcard an old 
faithful fervant for— 

Codger. Plha ! now you're going to vex me too 
•>— to let your wit againft a blockhead like tfaat^— 
{^apart to Cofiy) 

Corny. Nan, whereas your box ? 

Codger. YoU fiUy in^n, your (ifter is well, and 
let her remaip fo. 

Corny. Am 1 butler? 

Codger. Ay you're any thiflg*-*^very thmg— 
(^de) I wifli you were at the Devil, and your 
filler in my arms. 

Corny. Come, Til firft fee the ftauc of the wine 
cellar, and with a big bottk TU knock down old 
Coiey, by inch of candle in a hoop. 

[^Exeiittt Convy and Cofiy^ 

Codger. Well, my fweet Nancy, don't I prove 
my great love for you in (ufFcring your brother to 
go I'uch lengths, and turn my family topfy turvy, 

Nancy. '^ Indeed, Sir, l*'m afha^^d of him, yec 
Vrci alraid to fpeak or conCradid him-^from viboj 

he 
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he was always a Turk over me and my little fifler, 
and if we dared to look crooktd^ he'd thump us 
about fo — 

Codger. Only for you, my darling, I'd thump 
him out o'the houfe. 

Nancy. I grant. Sir, you're very good to me^ 
but I wifli you had let me remain as I \va% — I don't 
know what to do-— your indulgence h^s quite 
Ipoil'd me for a fervant, and for any {hiog elfe— 
«h ! no, no, no* 

Codger. A h, you arch wag— 

Nancy. Indeed Sir, Tm not a wag ; I am not 
indeed, Sir, and I can tell you Sir, for all I'm (b 
much oblig'd to you, that it's all loft time your 
xioddling about me, for it won't do. 

Codger. Come, don't play the Turic like your 
brother. 

Nancy. But what (ignifies all this coa^iqg— » 
wou'd you marry me, Sir ? 

Codger.. Ay, that I wou'd, 

Nancy. But will you ? 

Codger. You have indeed my will, JSTancy, 
but— 

Nancy. Don't give yourfelf the trouble of re- 
fufing me, for I never will marry, except— (w^^^/, 
iul endeavours to conceal her tears) I beg your par* 
don. Sir. 

Cadger. What's the matter, my love ? if IVc 
faid any thing to offend you, I beg you a thoufand 
pardons. 

Nancy. No Sir, its only a thought that comes 
acrofs me now and then — there Sir, it's over. 

Codger. My dear, have fome lavender, or 
you'd be ft have a thimble full of wine — ^your fpi- 
rics afe quite down, my fweeting* 

^E2 Enter 
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Enter Corny. 

Onry I'd be glad to know. Sir, which is oW 
red pore, or butter'd ale, the beft cure for tho 

gOUt. 

Nancy. What a droll hoy *tis — ha, ha I he, he 
•-—oh — {between laughing and crying^ 

Codger. Hey, now (he's laughing---oh^ I'll fave 
my lavender drops, lince his red port h^ doDf 
t^e bufinefs. 

Enter James. 

James. Mrs. Nancy, there the dancing mafter 
has waited fo long, he fays he'll charge you a 
double Icflbn. 

Codger. Let him— but the puppy, how dare he 
fend up fuch a meffage— Now for your cotillons. 
Tol, iollol. 

CoT' Dance \ip to inaifter^ Nanny*— Tol lol. 
lol. — Ah, Sir, if you were but to fee fifter foot 
U in our barn at home, (he's fo humourfome when 
I touch the J^w's Harp — ' 

Nancy. Why brother^ — 

Codger. The Jew's Harp ! Come,-my diamond, 
(hat only wants poli(hing-r-Art (hall fini(h what 
Nature has begun. [^Exit Codger y leading Nancy. 

Corny. Tol lol loL — If he charges double he 
(hall brufh up my hornpipe ; an^ then I'll go fee 
the lamed pig, and other fuch nice affairs^ 
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AIR»— Corny. 

Who wou'd not up to London come. 

To fee fuch pretty fights ? 
A little Hare to beat a Drum^ 

And other ilrange delighti. 
Two Mares a graceful mijiuet prance. 

It's fure moll monftrous rig, 
To fee the Dogs and Turkies dance. 

And next the lamed Pig. 

To walk and ffy their hoofs and wings. 
Did Birds and Beads once ufe ; 

But Aftley now knows better things, 
Aiid fo does Mailer Hughes. 

And man on earth no longer crawls. 
Can Eagles foar much higlier ? 

young Ladies now fkip over Pauls, 
Each Damfel a High-flyer* 

Mayhap fome canning Man may try. 

Our humour not to baulky 
To teach a Salmon how to fly. 

And Lobilers how to talk : ' 

The Lion bold to bill and coo. 

The Pidgeon how to roar ; 
Since Beads have learn'd to go on two, 

Te^ch us to go on four. 



WV Of THE FIRST ACT* 
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ACT II. 



SCEKE I. 

A Rem in Codoer's. 

• 

Enter Cosey with Chocelate^ and Newf^apers^ 
which be lays on a Table ^ then goes to a doQr^ and 
lifiens. 

Cosey, 

XLH ! I fancy mailer's gone to bed again* 
Codger, {from within) Who's there ? 
Cofey. It's I, Sir, with your chocolatCj^ and the 

papers. 

Enter Codger, in morning gown and cap. 

Codger. Oh, Cofey, is that you — pray has my 
nephew Horace, attempted an entry here fince? 

Cofey. No, poor youth — well. Sir, were I a 
gentleman and uncle to fuch a nephew, ah 

Codger. Why faith, Cofey, I begin to fufped 
that I've been rather too harih with the lad. 

Co/ey. Sufpecl! you may be fure of it. Sir. 

Codger. 
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Codger. Well, well, we Ihall think about that 
['ye hear, don^t let that Corny come near mei 
what is he about now? 

Cofey. Sir, he's praiflifiiig his new butlerfhip at 
the fide- board. 

Cadger. Butlerlhip ! ha^ ha, ha I well^ and how 
does the devil come on ? 

Cqfiy. Oh, pretty well. Sir, he has only brok^ 
two or three dozefl of glaflcs as yet. 

Codger. Blefs my body how fliall I get rid of 
him f — but for his filler Nancy, fend her hithe'r^^ 
tell her I want to hear her begin with Mr. Twce- 
^le her new mulic mafler. [f^^^ ^^* 

Cofey. Mufic 1 well faid, Nancy Buttercup, but 
file's a pretty little girl, and but for the infolence 
of Chucklehead, her brother, we ihou'd all vc* 
Joice in her good fortune. 

Enter Corny* 

Corny. What have you been doing here, Ch ? 

Cefey. Leaving my matter's chocolate if it btf 
BO offence. 

Contf. Leaving chocolate 1 hem ! I believe thaS 
belongs to <che Butlers place, and if fo, 'twas ve^^ 
ry great 'fence. ^ 

Cof€y. Time enough for you to put on butlci' 
when you get out of livery. Mafter Corny. 

Corrtf. Get you out o'room, Maifter Cofey. 

Cofey. Why if 'twas no more than my being thd 
elder, you might be «t leaift civil. 

Corny. True, but as I am thie ftronger. Til h& 
uncivil — Get out. {fujhes Cofey off) Throw my 
Every in my teeth! though if our old mafter 
Codger marries fiiler Nan, as I'm fure^ he wuHg 
febis fame Jivcry does no great credit to either he 

or 
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or (be. Eh ! here's a fuit of his Honor's cloath^^ 
Lord help hitn^ he has clothes enough, {takes 
clothes cff a borje) Oh they fliall go on*— I dare 
fay he'll take a great pride in me ; and then fuch 
refpeA as I ihall command from the farvants^-* 
and here too is his breakfaft waiting, {empties the 
chocolate into a bafon) V\\ make it ready tor him^ 
poor old* fellow I {puts infugar) I fear I've made 
it coo fweet. {drinks) No, it's not fweet enough* 
{puts in more fugar then drinks) A little more 
milk, {pours in milk) Let's try. {drinks it off) 
Now 'twill do very well. [£**/ with the doaths* 

Enter Nancy* 

Kancy. I believe there was never fuch a poof 
unfortunate girl as I am, tob'd of my heart b^ 
a cruel dear deceiver that I fliall never, no, I 
ihall never fee Mr. Tinfel again ^ and here con^ 
ftantly teaz'd by one that I never can love^ 
though gratitude forbids me to hate him i I xt^ill 
liot ftay ; but if the adverrifement I put into the 
newfpaper procures me another place, I ihall be 
at leaft freed from my brother's domineering, 
and my old gentleman's addreffes- — oh here's the 
newfpapers, dear let's fe^, is my advertifemenC 
In ; ay here's the Times, {looking over the paper) 
I hope it bids the enquiry to be made at my coufin 
Mrs^. Neighbourly 's, in Oxford-ftrcet. ** Wanted 
^ wanted — wants, wants, wants, wants, wants," oh, 
what a deal of wants there are in this world«->«yes^ 
indeed here it i^, ftay. {reads) " Wants a Place, 
** a genteel young woman," genteel, ay that I 
certainly am, ** of agreeable manners," I'm furc 
I'm as civil as I can be to every foul in the houfe» 
irom my oxafter down to our footboy ; *' not 

unaccom* 
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^naccompliflicd," I can play three leflbns on the 
harpfichord without book ; befides now I can go 
through the whole gammut on the new-fafliion'd 
Piano-forte Guittar: " flieis capable of fupcrin- 
tending a family where there is no miftrefs, 
pieafe to enquire for A. B. at the Hog-in-Pound, 
Oxford-ftreet/' — ^^very well— A» B. that's right, 
Anne Buttercup, I'll run up there to (ee if any 
body has enquired.— -My brother 1 lord what has 
he been doing to himfeif ? 

I' 
Re-^iter Corny, in Codger's ckatbs^ 

Corny^ Sifter Nan, he, he, he 1 look aC I, . he^ 
Jbe> he ! fmart as a carrot. 

Hanty. What figure is this you are ? 

Corny. Vm the figure of i, won't be a cypher 
no more —Got out of livery, now I'm butler— 
a fuit of m after 's. 

Nancy. Has he left oflF fuch good cloaths ? 

Corny. Yes, he left 'em off laft night as he was 
going to bed. 

Naru;y* Has he given 'em to you ? 

Corny. Not yet, but I intend to afk them of 
iiim^^Sifter Nan, don't 1 look monftrous wellf 
I'm fure I do, for yoli know my fweetheart, 
Dolly Dogrofe, that there Whitfun-monday faid 
I looked very like you fifter Nanny. 

Nancy. I'm little obliged to Dolly Dogrofe, you 
may be like me, but I'm fure and fartin. Corny,. 
I'm not like you nor never was ; no, not fo bad 
as that neither. 

Corny. Now how d'ye know, now how d'ye 
know pray ? you know Dolly tried her cap upon 
me, but did you ever fee y ourfelf in a wig ? 

VOL. in. 3 ^ JN^ancj. 
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Nancy. Ah, go along with yourfdf and your 
compaiifons. 

Corny. Nanny, look, don't you think I'd make 
a compleat Member of Parliaipcnt ? 'od I fhould 
like to take houfe and follow that bufinefs. 

Nancy. Buiinefs ! ha, ha, ha ! fuch an igno- 
rant— {afide) Houfe ! and I fuppofe write over 
your door, Corny Buttercup, Member of Parlia- 
liament. 

Corny, Yes, and Pd have all the great folks to 
deal with me, once they'd find out I've the gift 
of the tongue. 

Nancy. {Going to the table) Now choke them 
that drank up my matter's chocolate. 

Corny. Now you'd as good fay '*twas I did that 
too, you know that's your way always ; oh very 
well it was, to be fure 'twas I that gobbled it up. 
iitonically) ' 

Nancy. Then if you did, you've a great deal 
of impudence ; not left even a drop of creaml. 

Corny. Cxtzml why it tailed in my mouth 
like affes milk, {bell rings) Oh, Lord, I forgot 
to tell you, there's one Mr. Tweedle, a Harpfi* 
chorder below, he fays, as how he's Organer at 
St. Thing-o-me's church, ind he's fent for by 
old Maifter Codger to give you a gavot if your 
mufic bes in tune. 

Enter TwEEDLZ. 

How d'ye do. Sir. (hows aukwardly) 

Tweedle. Sir, your moft obedient, {bows) I 
prefume. Ma'am, you're the young lady ? 

Corny. Lady! he, he, he ! no that's Nan ; fhe 
may be a lady though if ihe will, for his old Ho- 
nour's fo fond of her^ that he ^intends^— 

Nancy. 
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Nancy ^ I requeft you'll go out of the room. 

Corny. I won't. 

Tweedle. Oh, Ma*am, the gentleman's pre- 
fence is not the lead interruption, {touches a 
Piano) 

Corny. Gentleman! — he*s a vaftly civil man. 
{afide) Sir, will you have a glafs of rum f 

Nancy. Upon my word. Corny you're very 
rude, and only that the firange gentleman's bye, 
rd tell you fo. 

Tweedle. Very good tone. — ^You fing. Ma'am ? 

Nancy. No, Sir, but now and then I hum a 
little for Mr. Codger. 

Corny. Yes, Sir, flie hums Mr, Codger npw 
and then, and fo does I. 

Tweedle. I mean, Ma*am, do you fing ? 

Nancy. I'm fond of it. Sir. 

Corny. But ihe can't fing half fo loud as I. 

" And then fays he to Mrs. Nan, • 
My name is Dicky of Ballyman ; 
And I can neither card nor fpin. 
Nor do any one kind of thing." ^ 

Tolderollol. 

(^Clap's Tweedle on the Jhoulder and Jings) Join me 
in Chorus. Tol de rol lol. 

Enter Codger. 

Codger. What the devil tol de rol lolling is all 
this ? 

Corny. (Clapping Codger on the Jhoulder^ fi^gO 
Chorus. Tol de rol lol. 

Codger. {^Looking at Corny then at the clothes 

3 L 2 horfi 
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horje) Is't poffible— Ob, Mr. Twcedlc, I fuppofo 
-—Sir, on the recommendation of a pupil of 
yours, who — {H *Tweedi,e) put on roy cloches — r 
{of art to Corny) wbofc mufical talents— (/^ Twee-t 
die) you moft impudent {^afart to Corny) I ad- 
mile — (/^ Tv/eedle) yon audacious — {apart ta 
Cqrny) I fliou'd wi(h to give you the prefererxe 
to any other fon of Euterpe — you infernal feoun* 
drel. {loud to Corny) 

Corny. But why, why Sir, fliou*d ymi aUife 
that young man. 

Tweedle- Sure the gentleman's not talki g to 
me. 

Corny Yes, be means you though he looks at 
me, for in a morning he always fquints hugtly. 
{apart.) 

Codger. rU teach you another tunc you villain.. 
(/(? ( orny) 

Tweedte. Sir, I. cou'd Jteach you fifty tunes. 

Codger. Then won't you pleafc to fit down. Sir. 
{to -1 wee die) 

Corny, I'd rather Hand, I'm obliged to yoUj^ 
Sir. 

Codger. Walk out o' my houfe, you rafcal, or 
ril break your bones {to Corny) 

Tweedle. Oh, Sir, Til fjive you the trouble — 
you're a moft unmannerly old fellow^ 

Codger. What ! 

Tweedle And when you catch me in your 
houie again, may 1 never get as ttvych money 
with a fcholar as wou*d cover the firft note of Co? 
relli'sjig. , [Exit. 

l^ancy. The gentleman's gone in a ftrangc 
mann' r. 

Codger. I don't know who's gone or who's 

here. 
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here, I'm fo embarrafs'd, and confounded; — ^ 
I tell y* u what, Nancy Buttercup, you're a 
good gir!, and a charming girl, and worthy of 
every thing thac can be done for you, and you 
know that 1 love you, but that fellow there your 
brother Corny, is the moft prodigious fcoundrei 
that ever ■ 

Corny. Stop Maifter Codger, you love fiftcr 
Nan here, and Pm a prodigious fcoundrel 5 io in 
that cafe d'ye fee, thus the world wags, (^taktf 
her arm under hisy Jings and exit with. Nancy.) 

Codger. There's a fellow, came into my houfc 
only t'other day in a waggoner's frock ; ay, fet a 
Beggar on Horfeback, and he'll — his fitter's % 
lovely girl, but I can't, I muftn't think any more 
of her — no, no^ no bearing the intolerable im- 
pudence of this curs'd bumpkin; yet here Vm 
left a lone bird without a houfekeeper, or any bo- 
dy to look after my family affairs : but no more 
pretty girls, and yet a (miling little notable wench 
now might drive Nancy from my old foolilb 
fond pate. I'm afham'd to enquire among my 
friends for a young houfekeeper — Eh ! let's fee 
the paper, fuch things are often advertifed— 
(^takes the new/paper and reads) *^ Gardener^ 
*^ footman, wants place, groom, lady's maid^ 
" houfekeeper, young woman, not unaccom- 
" plifh'd" — Oh, feems near the mark — ** fuper- 
'^ intending family — enquire A. B/' This may 
do, rU confider of it, throw on my cloaths andL 
^bout it immediately, [jE^//. 
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SCENE II. ' 

Horace's Lodgings. 

Enter Scoyr nnd Horace nieetinq^y {the latter throws 
bimjelfinto a chair agitated.) 

Scout. Well, Sir, have you feen the Manager, 
lias he engaged you, what falary^ how many be* 
jiefits ? 

Horace. All over Scout, Tm refufcd, lejefted. 
Scout. Ah, Sir, if thcry rcfufed you, I'm furc 
thefe London Managers know very little of good 

Hot. Waited above half an hour before this 
King of fhieds and patches wou'd condefcend 
to grant me an audience, then after afking me 
to favour him with a fpee<^ — he flops me before 
I've got three Hnes, told nr.e I had a fine voice^ 
was a good figure — therefore. Sir, (ays he, I'd 
advife you to go into the country tor a few. 
fumnaers — :hey— ah— Cumberland or Birming- 
ham ; or (lay, I'll give you a line to the manager 
at Coventry. 

Scout. V^h'Sit the devil. Sir, was he going to 
fend you to Coventry ? 

Hot. But now my chagrin is a little over, I 
dare fay he was right, and 1 was a coxcomb to 
think of a profeffion for which nature had denied 
me abilities. By heaven Tve a mind to begin 
my afting with George Barnwell, and ftioot my 
uncle the firft time I catch him out of doors. To 
bring mq up with hopes of an affluent fortune, 
aqd now abandon me to the blight of poverty ! — 

^ Scout. 
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Scout. Huz7a! 'Sirtheluckieft thing— Plcafc to 
read that card, it was put juft now inco my hand 
10 the ftreet, {offers a card) 

* Hor. Pfha ! (^puts it aftde) I almoft think 
that the hand of Providence is on me for mjr 
villainous fchcnfie upon poor Nancy^ and if I 
knew only where to find her — 

Scout. Read, only pleaCe to read the card Sir. 

Hor. (jeads) " The Stage. — Ladies and gen- 
tlemen of a theatrical genius, may have engage- 
ments in a reputable company, in poffeffioa 
of a good circuit : For particulars enquire for A* 
B. the Hog in Pound, Oxford Street" — What 
d'ye (hew me this for, firrah — d'ye think V\\ turn 
ftroHer ? 

Scout. The fined — the moft comfortable re- 
venge Sir, upon your old uncle — The man gave 
me a whifper that this is Mrsl Mummery's com- 
pany, and you know that they play at the village 
of Nettlebed within a ftiile of your uncle's coun- 
try feat. Ha, h-a, ha ! how he will fret and rave 
to fee his name iiuck in a play-bill again ft a malt- 
houfe — I warrant Sir, old family pride foon 
brings him down with the cafti, to keep you off 
the ttage, 

Hor. But where, or of who am I to enquire, {looks 
At the card) A. B. Oxford-ftreet — Come along. 
Scout — Let's muftcr ca(h, thy counfcl is my 
fliield. 

Scout. We rauft be brief when hunger braves 
the field. 

[Extunt. 
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SCENE III. 

Oxford^Jireet. — The Inn in Vie^u^. 
iSnter Corny and Nancy, ber ^rm under bis. 

Corny. Nan — 
Nancyi Well ? 

Corny. Look behind, towards Hdlles ftreet 
Is'nt old maifter runnitig after you ? {in a low 

iane} 

Nancy. Not he -deed. 

Corny. Not- Gofey ? 

Nancy. Noi 

Cor?fy. Nor James hbr Barny ? 

Nancy. I wifli I cou'd get from him. {aJiJe) 

Corny. Hufli— old mafter's calling yoii back. 

Nancy. Not one of them. 

Corny: Eh— I fear Tve carried this aflfair tod 
fiir — I believe there's a leg of pork for fervant's 
dinner to-day. 

Nancy. Yes, and that's your fliare of it. 

Corny. I wi(h I had cat my dinner before I 

came out, I^m as hungry Nan, "I thought 

you were a pretty girl, and now 1 begin to liaf- 
pect your handfomenefs. 

Nancy Why pray ? 

Corny. Or raaidcr wou'd never have let yott 
come away — ^I no more dreamt that he'd fuffer 
you to come over the threfhold— ^Nancy you're 
mortifh Ugly. 

Nancy. Well, Pm as heaven made me. 

Corny. Heaven never made you with a Billingf- 
gate mob you dab. 

Nancy. Lord brother don't abufc me in the 

ftreet 
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ftrcSt — How fliall I get away from him ? {ajidt) 
Corny! 

Corny. Well? 

Nancy. If I cotiM but run into Mrs. Neigh<4 
bourly's — I'll try — {afide) As I live Corny, I 
believe this is ^^the Very ftreet where I was ftop'd 
t'other eveding, by the filly fellow that fwore 
he'd come home with me; 

Cort^. Eh — was it-— but how was this yoit 
gave the fool the double ^ > 

Nancy. Oh Til fhew you— Siippofe now I'm. 
Wanting to run away from you. 

Corny. VJt\\y now let's fee ? 

Nancy. He, he, he ! Mow mind — \ fay to 
you, «« Lord Sir, I defire — Pray Sir, let go my 
hand.^' Then you know 1 pull it away-^Then if 
you tikt hold of me again, 1 give you a box; on 
the ear — ^juft fo ' ■ 

Corny, Hold Nan-— we'll fuppofe that too; 

Nancy. Then I fay, " ISir you wou*dn*nt dard 
to touch me if my brother wis by^-^-for though 
he is a ftupid fort of Jad*' — — • 

Corny. Don't fay that Niniiy. 

Nancy. «* He wouMii't Hand by and fte tnt 
affronted j and Sir^ if you want girls for your 
jpurpofe look ybnder.'*- — now you know yoii arc 
to look yotiden 

Corny. Well, there; {turns his head ajtde) But 
ifee no girl. * 

Nancy., Well how Corny I give the fool the 
doublei (juni into th^ inn) 

Corny. The deuce a girl, oi* if there was one^, 
ihe's hopp'd off with herfdf ; but Nan is this the 
Way you gave the fool the double ? 

VOL. in. 3 id Enter 
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Enter Horace and Scovt. 

fior. I think this is it. 

Seoul. Yes Sir, this is the very lioufe. 

Corny, {without turning) The devil a bit. 

Hor. So now for Mrs. Mummery, {goes info 
the inn) 

Corny. Pvzy do yon love Itg 6*pork ? ■ ' 

Scout. Why yes friend, tvith a pcafe pudding* 
lla, ha, ha ! ^Exit into the Inn. 

Corny. 'Od zountififlb ! (turning round) vrhtre^ 
Nan? gone! halloo Nan! yes, me has given the 
fool the double — Ah what an ovjrl was I to think 
of building my fortin upoti the mind of a wo- 
man — Nan ! — where — l^nich way did (he go ?-^ 
iffan ! Ah poor Corny ! where's n6t«r my coach- 
manfhips — my gardnerfhip's — ^fhy buttlerfhips— ^ 
All my fliips are call away — ^I^ll e'en go back- 
down upon my knees, and if old maifter will but 
forgi* tne, arid take me into'houfe again, PH fct 
my hand to any thing — take a fcrub at a table-*- 
a whiflc at a carpet— ^a friz at a wig — tap the 
fmall beer — feed Trb and Bob, or curry Dobbin — 
ril wind up the jack for Dolly the cook^ and 
I urn down beds for Peggy the houfemaid. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV; andiafi. 

A Room in the Im. 

A ringing and confujtd nolje mfkout. 

jEnter Nancy running and afarm^d, and Mrs. 

Mrs^ N. You may walk in herp Naney-r 
(^caJls qf.) Sajm ll^p iato ihe office and % th^i^ 
parcels book'd ifor the Aykfbury co3ich. {turning 
to Nancy) My houfe is fo full of one fort or oth^ 
* — Pafl'engcrs waiting for places, and— ajlw^jps 
in a bufil^* 

Nancy. OJi my dear couiin Nighbburly ^t 
the door, I'ln fo frighten 'd, and foglad jtQ gst 
£afehere to you. 

MrSt N- But how Nancy ?—what^s the i{iat- 
ter, h?lV€ you left your place ? {calls off) y<q^ 
Dick bring up that ihilling's worth of half-and- 
half to Mrs. Mummery, (Jurm to Nancy) a great 
managerefs of three or four country play-houfes, 
we've got here in the hou/e, and a fpecial good 
cuftomer flie is — but how and why ? Lord 'twjis 
rife about our neighbourhood, all the folks had 
it here, that your matter iiad married you. 

Nancy. Oh, Heavens 1 don't mention fuch a 
thing — blefs aie, who's that ? — fliut the 4oor— ^ 
J*m not her^ if it's my brother Corny. 

Mrs. N. Not fee your brother ! 

Nancy. Ha, ha, ha ! I dare fay he's in a peck 
fltf troubjes to know what's become of me. 

{ajide. 
3M2 / Mrs. N. 
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Mrs. N. Hufli ! [E^it^ 

Nancy. But what ihall I do if I can get no 
place tofuit mc — Afe, cruel Mr. Tinfcl, were you 
put herc<-^Now indeed I want a protedor^ 

Reenter Mrs. Neighbourly. 

Mrs.N. Vm furel don't know what he means 
—here's a gentleman a&ing for A. B. 

Nancy. Oh that's me — my advertifemcnt has 
brought him ; I warrant my face is covered with 
duft, and no looking glafs here ; I wonder is he 
old, or young, or middle aged ? — My dear cou- 
iin will you fhew the gentleman up^ but b^ you 
within call though. 

Mrs. N. Lord Nancy, this is all very odd — for 
my part I've nothing to do with gentlemen, 
cither up or down — This way. Sir, ifyou-pleafe ? 

Nancy. Well this Is luck indeed, if I get a 
place fo foon-rr-bow flrangely my heart flutterSf 

Enter Horace. 

Hot. Ay, I fuppofe my female country mana- 
ger here will be for fending me to Coventry too 
— I prefume ma'ai)a> you're the lady that adver- 
tifedfor 

Nancy. Yes, !5ir, {curtjies^ then looks with atten* 
tion at Horace) Mr. Tinfel ! 

Hor. My Nancy ! — Why this is the moft un- 
cxpedted, the mofl fortunate meeting 

Nancy. If you think it fortunate, how could 
you leave me to the anger of my friends j feoff 
of the whole village ; and my own bitter reflec- 
tions at your fudden departurp^ 

Hor. 
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Hor. (Jkijfes her) Hufh ! there now I forgive 
you. 

Nancy. You forgive me ! Ah, you bold-face t 
but J can't be angry with you 5 I'm fo happy— 
blefs me I think I hear my matter's voice. 

flor. Your matter ! 

Nancy. Yes, one Mr. Codger here above ia 
Harley Street that J hired with on my coming to 
London. 

JJor. Is-t poffible you can be my uncle's 
JJancy ? 

Nancy. Mr. Codger your uncle ! 

Hor. Airs out — he is indeed Nancy. 

Nancy. Dear, what are you ipy matter's nc-i. 
phew, Mr. Horace! a gentleman ! well fomething 
ail along told me that you were not really a 
jUrpUing player. — ah, you cruel deceiver 1 

Enter Mrs, Neighbourly; 

Mrs. N. Nancy, child. Til njake free to turn 
you and this gentleman into another room, 
for Mrs. Mummery is coming to hire feme 
iof her acbor folks in this. 

Hor. Mrs. Mummery! oh, that mutt be the 
lady I came to enquire after. 

Mrs. M. (without) This way Mr. Barnavag* 

Mrs. N. Here ftie is— I mutt beg pardon — 
can't difoblige her— a good cuftomer — always 
ufes my houfe when (he comes to town. 

(Puis Horace land Nancy off. 
yhis room is ready, ma'am. 

(Spbaking off^ exit.) 



Enter 
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£;//^r Mrs. MuMMERT, Barnavag, Younq 
Barnavag^ and Miss Barnavag. 

Mrs. M. Well, Mr.— What's your name ? 
Bar. Barnavagj madam. 
. Mrs. M. Ha» and this is your fon and daugh- 
ter ? — and you'd wiih to engage in my com* 

pany ? 

Bar. Wc wou'd. Madam. 

Mrs. M. Long on the ftagc, Mr, Barnavag ? 

Bar. Sixty two years laft Lynmart; my firft 
appearance was the dhild in the Chances, and I 
iqualkd fo naturally that the thunder of applaufe 
riiDgs in my ears this very moment, 

Mrs, M. And pray Mifs Bainavag what caft 
are you in ? 

Mifs B. Moftly the old men in Comedy, 
xnadam. 

Mrs. M. And your fon ? 

Toung B. I do the airy fopsr— ah, ha — {cafers 
keavifyy and tahs/nuf\ then blows and fans bimfdf 
with his bat. ) 

Bar. Madam, our family is a little company 
in itfejf, but my eldeft fon ! ah, Mrs. Mummery, 
he has prodigious merit indeed — Gaby, arc yon 
furc your brother faid he'd follow us ? 

Toiing B. Tes. 

Bar. Ha — well, Ma-am, hell enquire for yoq 
by your lignature of A. B. — He's our Macbeth, 
Lear, Touchftone^ and fo forth — but his grand 
line, is the old (Comica| fathers, Madam, an ex- 
travagant dog though— rit's he that broke up my 
company-^why Madam, he has ruin'd my ward- 
robe by wearing the ftock-cloaths; and as our 
lad play was-theBufy Body, 1 dare fay the fello>y 

is 
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IS at rfiis moment figuring up fwallow ftrcet, ia 
the charafter of Sir Francis Gripe. 

Mrs. M. Well, well, we (hall fee, biit you 
muft know, Mr. Bamavag, our gentlefolks down 
in the country, to ape the elegance of your Lon- 
don tafte, have got mad after* camels, birds, 
horfes, tnufical hares, balloons, and fuch things^ 
and fo in compliance with thefe new fancies, my 
bufinefs partly up to London, was to engage the 
dancing dogs for them — ^Oh, and apropos, Tl 
fliew you — {calk) Mrs. Neighbourly ! 

Enter Mrs. Neighbourly. 

Has the man brought home the things I mentioip* 
cd Mrs. Neighbourly ? 

Mrs. N. I don't know. Ma'am, but fome maa 
left that cafe for you. {pointing to a cafe) 

Mrs. M. (Looking at ity turns to Bamavag) I 

, ^t all my ftage properties made in London, by 

Mr. Combes, of Covent Garden, a very ingenious 

man, and I even have my fcenes painted in town 

by little Mr. Hodgins ^ Here's a cargo of 

crowns, fceptres, daggers, bowls, and truncheons. 

Mrs. N. I've fhewn an old gentleman into the 
next room. Madam, he comes about an advcr-. 
tifcment. 

Bar. Old gendeman ! ha, ha, ha ! it's he. 
Madam — it's my fon Nokes— when he's dreffed 
the fellow looks the old gentleman indeed — Ha, 
ha, hal — and I dare fay he'll put it on too, to 
give you a fample of his ading — Ha, ha, ha, — a 
wild rogue. Ma'am. 

Mrs. M. Shew him in here. 

{Exit Mrs* "ijleighhourly. 

la 
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In cafe it fliou'd not be he, Mn Barnavag^ you'll 
pleafe to ftep down flairs a moment. 

Bar. Yes, Ma'am — but I warrant 'tis Nokcs— 
we call him Nokes, he's fo comical*— ha, ha, ha ! 
Come down, children. 

, [^Exeunt ^ manent Mrs. Mummery i 

Mrs. M. {Looking out) Oh ycs^ this muft be 
he. 

l^nter CoDc^ft. 

Codger. Servant, Ma'am. 

Mrs. M. Sir— 

Codger. Ah, my heart is pretty iafe with fuch 
a houfekeeper as this, {afide) 

Mrs. M, Muft be a good ador— ^very fine gri*. 
mace indeed, {afide) 

Codger. I prcfume you are A. B. 

Mrs. M 1 am. 

Codger. You're a bouncing B. (djide) IM be 
glad to know your laft place, becaufe I fhall 
want a cbara6ter» 

Jlfr^. M. You may have plenty of characters^ 
Sir, but pray are you a quick fludy ? 

Codger. Eh? 

Mrs. M. I dare fay you'll find ftiine i, good 
company. 

Codger. I make no doubt, Ma'am^ but you're 
very good company— -but will you undertake. thci 
care of my family ? Pray let's know your terms— 
what wages ? 

Mrs, M. Salary is out of the qucflion— you 
may have a fhare in my company^ 

Codger. Well, Ma'am, you're very gener^tiSj 

to give me fhare of your company without any 

. falary 
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iaiary — ^let*s ftrike the bargain — you undertake 
the care of my family^ 

Mrs. M. Why Sir, I nrtuft fay part of your fa- 
ttiily I think very ufelefs. I don't like the fat fop. 

Codger^ The fat fop! — oh, Cornyj I fqppofe* 

Mrs. M. Then, upon my word, your poor old 
father's fit for nothing but a candle fnuflfcr. 

Codger. My father a candle fnofFer ! 

Mrs. M. But, however, I have no objedion to 
engage you. 

Codger. Yes, you're very engaging-^'^^^) 

Mrs. M. But there's one thing— not fo free 
tvith the wardrobe — you muftn't ftrut about ia 
my cloaths. 

Codger. Hz^ ha, ba! don't fear Madam, I'm 
not quite fo frolickfome. 

• Mrs. M. I believe you're an excellent old man, 
but you fhall have a trial part — are you frightened 
at a full houfe. 

Codger. Frighten'd-^Ihe thinks me fonieftingy 
hunks — {aftde) Why no Ma'am, I'm ufed to fee 
a good deal of company. 

Mrs. M, Oh then, we're generally full at the 
race time — or fliou'd you like to take your trial 
^ the next affizcs. 

Codger. What! 

Mrs. M. And then if you 're -appro v'd of, you 
may take your full fwir^g. 

Codger. I fwing at the next aflizes ! I'm very 
muchoblig'd to you Ma'am, (going) 

Mrs. M Where's the man going— I have the 
ftamps ready — here Mrs. Neighbourly — (calls) 
and if you pleafe, we'll fign the article^— and call 
up your father to witnefs them. 

voJL. III. 3 N Codger. 
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Codger. Call up my father ! If i:'8 the fame to 
you, wc*ll let him flay where he is. 

Mrs. M. Why, pr^y? 

Codger. Becaufe, Ma'am, it might happen ta 
make the difference of three thoufand a year tQ 
me. 

Mrs. M. Ha, ha, ha ! you're truly comic^ 

Codger. Am 1 faith. 

Mrs. M. Do you dance ? 

Codger. Dance! 

Mrs. M. But how is your tragedy ? 

Codger. Egad, Ma'am, I don't know how it Un 

Mrss. M. Let's have a fpeech — Come, the mad 
fcene in Lear— here's his garland— (/^7^^/ a garland 
of artificial flowers from the caje^ and throws it ovep 
Codger^ s Jhoulders) Come^ ** Pull off my bpots— 
hard — harder." 

Codger. I never pull'd off a lady's hoots in mf 
life. 

Mrs, M. Well, Macbeth — rhere a truhcheon. 
(^Takes a truncheon ft om the cafe^ and puis it in bis 
hand) "Blow wind, burft rack, at leaft we'll die 
with harncfs on our back/' 

Codger. And pray Ma'am, what am I to do 
with this piece of ftick ? 

Mrs. M. Ay, you're all for comedy I fee — r 
** Firft the quip modeft — next the reply churlilh.'* 

Codger, by the Lord, Madam-.— 

Mrs. M. Oh you're going to the Clown ia 

Twelfth Night- Well, let's have a fpeech* of 

that— oh, flay, here's the clown's cap (^takes 

a cap from the cafe^ and puts it on Codger* s bead) 
— interrupted ! well, this gendeman can witnefs 
the articles. 

Enter 
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Enter Horace. 

JJor. My uncle ! 

Codger. Horace ! 

Mrs. M. {Reading) '* You agree to afl: in all 
tragedies, comedies, operas^ farces, preludes, x^t 
terludes, prologues^ epilogues^ mimes^ and pan^ 

tomimes.*' 

Codger. Hey — {Putting his fingers to his ears) 
Hor. What the devil ! unple, are you going 

on the flage ?->*-pha, ha, ha, 

. Codger. I don't know where I'm going, nor 

what cixis great womaa's going to do with nie» 

Enter Coj^n y. 

Corny. Maifter Codger Pm come — ha, ha, ha 1^ 
(Jooking at him) Lord what a fine fool my maifter 
does make. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Codger. Get along you fcoundrel. {throws the 
C(ip at him) Laugh'd at by you too. 

Enter Barnavag. 

. Barny. Well Mrs. Mummery he's not come. 

Mrs. M. Yes he's here, and a charming co- 
median he is. {pointing to Codger) 

Codger. Tell me woman what are you at here 
with your articles and your mines, and your 
pantomimes ? 

Mrs. M. Why aia't you Nokes the Player, 
fon to old Barnavag ? 

Codger. Don't Barnavag me woman — I'm nei-- 
ther John O'Nokes nor Peter Stiles. 

Barny. Lord Mrs. Mummery that's not my 

fon — {looks Jiedfajily at him) 'Od it's 'Squire 

Codger. 
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Codger, You're right, friend — (turns to i^rs* 
Mummery) And if you are Mrs, Mummery, and t 
had you down at Nettlebed Hall, Td Ice hoW 
you'd look in a whirligig, Madaoi. 

Mrs. M. Squire Codger ! do your Honor pleafe 
to forgive me — I vow I took you for a player iii 
the old caft, and that all yxiur wrinkles, nodding 
and fhambling, was put on to (hew me what a find 
aftor you were- 

Hor. Come, uncle, Mrs. Mummery meant no 
harm, and if you remain in the fame humouf 
ipfrhen laft we parted, inftead of you, if flic'll ac- 
cept of me for a comedian. Til bring a lovely^ 
girl here, whofe perfon Uid qualifications may 
prove ornamental, even to a Theatre Royal— 
(Goes to the door and leads Nancy in) 

Codger. My little houfekeeper! 

Nancy. Ay Sir — your poor Nancy, who, ijp 
you were a King, wuu*d rather be your niece^ 
than your wife. 

Hot. True Sir — this is the fweet innocence' 
that 1 betrayed under the name of Tinfel the 
Player^ but I am now with iincere contrition 
determin'd to make her an honorable reparation. 

Codger. Hey 1 — give nrie your hand Horace, 
for this aft of generofity I forgive you all your 
rogueries. — I muft fay Nancy is worthy of an 
honefter man, and it (hall be her old matter's^ 
part to reward her conftancy to you, and by a 
return of my favour^ to fecure your affccUojai 
to her. 
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